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INTRODUCTION. 

The little book here reprinted^ known far and 
wide as the Lyrical Ballads of 179S, appeared at 
Bristol on or aboat the first of September in 
that year. A small octavo of some two hundred 
and ten pages, humbly pat up in paper boards, 
it came from the house of Joseph Cottle, poet- 
aster, printer, publisher, and bookseller ; anonym- 
ously, and without a hint, either in title-page, 
advertisement, contents-table, or body of the 
book, to reveal the presence of more than one 
hand. The contents were the work of two^, 
friends, William Wordsworth, then twenty-eight, j 
and Samuel Taylor Coleridge, then twenty-five 
years of age ; and the publication was an experi- 
ment to see how far the public taste would ', 
endure verse of a more natural and simple kind 
than had hitherto been attempted — verse that 
totally discarded the artifices of poetic style, and 
employed only such words as had probably been 

common in everyday speech since the year 

h 
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1500.^ Both writers had already come forward 
with work of a totally different stamp : Words- 
worth in 1793, with two descriptive poems in 
heroic metre, of great and original merit, but 
written in the vicious style of Erasmus Darwin ; 
and Coleridge (amongst other things) with a 
volume (1796) of miscellaneous verse (now in a 
second edition), reminiscent chiefly of Gray, 
Collins, and Akenside. For this reason, and 
because they craved beyond ever3rthing a free 
and unbiassed opinion from the public, they now 
endeavoured to ensure, so far as they could, the 
SLnonyTOQxty of their latest venture. The Ballads, 
as originally put together in the summer of 1798, 
had included Lefpti, or The Circassian Love-Chant, 
a lyric which had appeared in the Morning Post 
of April 1 3, over the signature Nicias Erythrceus, 
but was known to many besides Dan. Stuart, the 
editor, as the work-of Coleridge. At the last 
moment the sheet containing this piece was 
cancelled, and The Nightingale, a newly composed 
idyl in blank verse, put in its place. And the 
same motive that prompted the rejection of 
Lewti possibly led to the adoption of what 
seems to have been the original imprint. Fired 

^ Hazlitt : My First Acquaintcmce noith Poets. The Liberal 
No. III. 
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with the amlntioii of ashcxii^ into €kt worid 
three sach poets as SonllMy^ Coleiid^ and 
Wordsworth — a rwe distinc^tion, as he justly 
observes,^ fcM* a proTincial paldisha< — Cottle, who 
seems to have forgotten the existence of the 
Poems of 179^ had purchased &om Words- 
worth the copyright of lAffioal Ballads for the 
sum of £30 — the amount he had bef<»e paid to 
each of the others for the rights of their several 
first volumes. Cottle's name therefne, and n<»t 
another's^ must in ordinary circumstances have 
appeared as that of the publisher on the title- 
page. But Cottle's dealings with Coleridge,^ 
which were ' extensive and peculiar^' and went 
back to 1795^ had by this time become a matter 
of common notoriety; and it may have been 
feared that the announcement of his name in 
this connection would put the readers of lyrical 
Ballads in possession of too strong a clue to the 
authorship. However this may have been^ it is 
remarkable that in the unique volume from 
Southey's library^ now in the British Museum, 

^ Early RecoUectums, 1. p. 309. 

* E,g, : * Ck>ttle has entered into an engagemoit to give me 
a guinea and a-half for every hundred lines of poetry I write, 
which will be perfectly sufficient for my maintenance, I only 
amusing myself in the mornings — and all my prose works he 
is eager to purchase.' — Life of S. T* Coleridge (Dykes Camp- 
bell), p. 47, note. 
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in which the cancelled contents-table and the 
leaves (pp. 63-67) containing Lewti are bound 
up with an ordinary copy of Lyrical Ballads, the 
imprint on the title-page runs : ' Bristol : Printed 
by Biggs and Cottle, For T. N. Longman, Pater- 
noster-row, London. 1798.' So well, it may be 
added, was the partners' secret preserved, that 
more than a year later a writer in the British Critic 
(October 1 799) is found conjecturally assigning the 
entire contents of the volume to Coleridge, who, 
he observes, is * confidently said to be the writer 
of the Ancyent Marinere,' Again, in the annual 
Retrospect of Domestic Literature given in the 
Monthly Magazine, December 1798 (vol. vi. 
supply p. 514), there occurs the following brief 
notice of Lyrical Ballads, which shows that the 
editor. Dr. John Aiken, had up to that time 
learned nothing as to the authorship of the 
book : ' The author has attempted to imitate the 
style of our old English versifiers with unusual 
success ; The Auncient Mariners [«c], however, on 
which he particularly prides himself, is in our 
opinion a particular exception. Some of his 
pieces are beautiful, but others are stiff and 
laboured.' Lastly, in Melmoth's Beauties of 
British Poetry, published in 1801 — nay, even in 
the third edition issued in 1807 — Goody Blake and 
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Harry Gill appears amongst the anonymous pieces. 
We may conclude^ then^ that up to the date of 
the announcement of Wordsworth's name on the 
title-page^ and the implication of Coleridge's in 
the Preface, of the second edition (January 1801)^ 
neither the authors' identity, nor even the fact of 
the dual authorship, had become generally known. 
Lyrical Ballads appeared, as we said, on or 
near September 1. On the l6th the poets 
started for Germany, and thus escaped the 
chagrin of seeing their experiment contemptu- 
ously decried in the Critical Review (October 
1798) by one who, if he could find nothing to 
commend therein, ought to have held his peace. 
Robert Southey had quarrelled with Coleridge 
over the collapse of Pantisocracy in November 
1794; and though, after Southey *s return from 
Portugal, the brothers-in-law had apparently 
resumed their earlier footing of friendship, Cole- 
ridge felt that love and esteem were no longer 
his to give, while Southey seems to have nursed 
feelings of rancour and suspicion towards his 
old comrade. Coleridge's precipitate praise of 
Wordsworth, too^ — his way of referring to 

1 The two had met in the autumn of 1795 at the Bristol 
house of Mr. Pinney of Racedown, and already, by May 1796, 
Wordsworth had become ' a very dear friend of mine who is, in 
my oinnion, the best poet of the age.' — S. T. C.*s Letters, p. 163. 
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Wordsworth as 'the only man to whom at 
all times and in all modes of excellence I feel 
myself inferior ' — must have proved peculiarly 
exasperating to one who believed in his heart 
of hearts that not a living poet of them all was 
worthy to tie the shoestrings of Robert Southey. 
The unhappy epileptic Charles Lloyd^ and even, 
in a slight degree^ the kindly, tolerant Charles 
Lamb, shared Southey 's jealous impatience of 
the new Dictator; with the result that in the 
autumn of 1797 the three malcontents drew off 
from Coleridge, and formed un entente cordiale 
for the purpose of maintaining a free republic 
of the poets. And now his evil genius in- 
spired Coleridge to write and send to the 
Monthly Magazine (Nov. 1797) those unlucky 
jeux d'csprit, the Nehemiah Higginboiiom Sonnets. 
They were written, as muHt surely have been 
evident to any candid reader, in playful travesty 
of the doleful pathos, the affected simplicittf, and 
the turgid sublimity respectively exhibited in 
their joint volume of 1 79? by Lamb, Lloyd, and 
Coleridge himself.^ Rut Southey, in whom vanity 
had engendered a morbid habit of suspicion, 

^ * There ii a luxury In lelf^diiipraiiic/ sayi Wonliwortli 
{Excurtion iv. 475). A luxury, lurely, wliioh no one over 
enjoyed more heartily or more frequently Umn S. T. C. 1 
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conceived that Coleridge had, in the Sonnet on 
SimpUcUy (No. ii.), designed to parody his earlier 
verses; and notwithstanding Coleridge's dis- 
avowal and earnest expostulation-^-despite, too, 
the words, ' 'Tis true on Lady Fortune's gentlest 
pad I amble on/ words which point unmistak- 
ably to Lloyd — ^he not only persisted in his 
opinion but won Lamb over to his side. And 
when Coleridge wrote to Lamb expressly deny- 
ing that his Sonnet was composed with reference 
to Southey, Lamb replied that ' it was a lie too 
gross for the grossest ignorance to believe.'^ 

In the summer of 1798 Southey settled at 
Westbury, a village two miles distant from 
Bristol. No doubt he, as well as James Tobin — 
* dear brother Jim ' — got sight of the proof-sheets 
of Lyrical Ballads as they were preparing for 
press; no doubt, too, it occurred to him that here 
was a good opportunity to pay off old scores, 
and to bring two puffed-up poetasters to a 
sense of their natural dimensions. The prompti- 
tude with which he applied the rod (in the Critical 
Revietp, October 1798) suggests that he had it 
ready and laid up in pickle for some time before 
the corpus delicti appeared. It is signi6cant that 
Cottle, who had purchased the copyright of 

» S. T. C.'s LeUen, p. «61. 
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Lyrical Ballads for £30^ transferred the greater 
part — practically the whole— of the impression 
of 500 ' at a loss ' to J. and A. Arch of Grace- 
church Street, within the fortnight Jollotving the day 
of publication. Why was this ? Cottle says, in 
consequence of the ' heavy sale ' of the book ; 
but surely one week was too short an interval 
to allow for estimating the probable sale, and 
the negotiations with Arch must have occupied 
at least the remaining week. Cottle adds that 
Wordsworth wrote to him from London on 
September 15, requesting him to make over 
his interest in the Lyrical Ballads to Johnson^ 
of St. Paul's Churchyard. From this it is clear 
that Cottle's dissatisfaction with his bargain 
had become known to Wordsworth, who there- 
upon had resolved, if possible^ to relieve him of 
it. It may be that Southey, who would naturally 
be reluctant to hurt Cottle in the pocket, had by 
his criticisms convinced the bookseller of the 
hopelessness of Wordsworth's 'experiment,' and 
induced him to part with the impression on the 
best terms procurable. (But see Bibliogr, Note,) 

^ Johnson had published the Evening Walk and Descriptive 
Sketches of 1793. Coleridge now (Sept. 10-16, 1798) arranged 
with Johnson for the printing of the little quarto which 
contains Fears in Solitude, Fra/ncCt <*» Ode, and Frost <U 
Midnight, 
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He would thus be enabled to speak out without 
injuiy to Cottle in the Critical Review. His 
article in that magazine — in which Arch is 
named as the publisher — is not gjianngbf unjust 
to Wordsworth — it is not a sweeping condemna- 
tion of the entire volume. But it does pronounce 
sentence of £ulure upon the experimenUd poems, 
or, rather, upon all except the Yew-Tree lines, 
the Female Vagrant, Tinlem Abbof, and the scenes 
from Osorio. 'The experiment, we think, has 
failed, not because the language of conversation 
is little adapted to '^the purposes of poetic 
pleasure," but because it has been tried upon 
u nintfi gegtin f -rnhjeg ts.' The Comnd and The 
Last of the Flock are censured by name. The 
Idiot Botf 'resembles a Flemish picture in the 
worthlessness of its design and the excellence 
of its execution/ The other ballads are 'as 
bald in story,' and are ' not so highly embellished 
in narration. With that which is entitled The 
Thorn we were altogether_displ£ased. . . . The 
author should have recollected that he who 
personates tiresome loquacity becomes tiresome 
himself.' This last criticism is repeated by 
Coleridge in the Biographia Uteraria. But it 
is in dealing with The Ancyeni Marinere that 
Southey chiefly betrays his malice. 'Many of 
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the stanzas are laboriously beautiful^ but in con- 
nection they are absurd or unintelligible. Our 
readers may exercise their ingenuity in attempt- 
ing to unriddle what follows [^ The roaring wind 
. . . gave a groan/ Ancient Marinere, 11. 301-322, 
pp. 13, 14]. We do not sufficiently understand 
the story to analyse it. It is a Dutch attempt 
at German sublimity. Genius has here been 
employed in producing a poem of little merit.' 

Southey, cautious to avoid betraying the 
identity of the critic, does not hint at the joint 
authorship. Cottle, however, found him out, 
and in August 1799 wrote to inform Wordsworth, 
then at Stockton-on-Tees. Wordsworth merely 
replied that *if Southey could not conscientiously 
have spoken differently of the volume he ought 
to have declined the task of reviewing it; for 
he knew that Wordsworth had published for 
money alone, and that money was of importance 
to him.' Coleridge, when the story reached 
him, relieved himself, as he had done on dis- 
covering Lloyd's treacheries in Edmund Oliver, 
by inditing an Epigram,'^ and forthwith dismissed 

^ To a critic who had extracted a passage from a poena 
withoiU adding a word respecting the context, and then 
derided it a< tmiTUdligible : 

Most candid critic, what if I 
By-way of joke, pull out your eye 
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the incident from his mind. And a month or 
two later on^ when Southey was putting together 
the Annual Anthology for 1800^ Coleridge not 
only furnished him with a goodly sheaf of original 
verses^ but exerted himself strenuously to obtain 
contributions to the Anthology from Perdila 
Robinson and others.^ 

The one meagre and perfunctory notice 



And, holding up the fragment, cry 

* Ha ! ha ! that men such fools should be ! 

Behold this shapeless Dab ! — and he 

Who own'd it, fancied it could see ! ' 

The joke were mighty analytic. 

But should you like it, candid critic? 

(This Epigram appeared in the Morning Posty Dec. 16, 
1801.) On Sept. 5, 1798, Southey wrote to William Taylor 
of Norwich: *Have you seen a volume of LpriccU Ballads^ 
etc ? They are by Coleridge and Wordsworth, but their 
names are not affixed. Coleridge's Ballcui of the Ancyent 
Marinere is, I think, the clumsiest attempt at German 
sublimity I ever saw. Many of the others are very fine ; and 
some I shall re-read upon the same principle that led me 
through Trissino, whenever I am afraid of writing like a 
child or an old woman.' If the reader would know what 
Southey's notions were at this time of a fit subject for poetic 
treatment, let him turn to The Orcmdmothet^s Tale: An 
English Eclogue. 

1 Lamb, albeit estranged for the time from Coleridge, was 
displeased with Southey's critique and told him so: *I am 
sorry you are so sparing of praise to the Ancyent Ma/rinere. 
. . . You have selected a passage fertile in unmeaning miracles, 
but have p&ssed by fifty passages as miraculous as the images 
they celebrate. . . . You allow some elaborate beauties : you 
should have extracted 'em,' — Letters (Ainger), i. 95-96, 
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accorded to the Ballads by Richard Phillips's 
Monthly Magazine contains an unflattering refer- 
ence to the Ancyent Marinere. This notice has 
been already quoted. A reviewer in the Analytical 
of the same date (Dec. 1 798) takes his cue from 
the Aristarchus of the Critical of October : ' We 
are not pleased with it/ he writes^ of Coleridge's 
marvellous ballad: 'in our opinion it has more 
of the extravagance of a mad German poet than 
of the simplicity of our ancient ballad-writers.' 
He praises and quotes The Nightingale, however ; 
and of Wordsworth's work he quotes Goody Blake 
in full^ and warmly commends The Thorn, The 
Idiot Boy, and The Mad Mother — a choice which 
Wordsworth himself would have approved. In 
May 1799 there appeared in Griffith's Monthly 
Review a critique of the poems seriatim, which is 
genial and appreciative on the whole^ though the 
writer is carefiil to explain that the result of 
the 'experiment' is not such as to justify the 
abandonment of ^the sweet and polished measures 
of Dryden^ Pope^ and Gray' for the rude numbers 
of our elder ballad-writers. We should lose^ 
instead of gaining, by such a ' retrogradation.' 
' None but savages have submitted to eat acorns 
after corn was found. We will allow that our 
author has the art of cooking his acorns well 
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of a Flcniidi wake?' — Sonthcj in CnOcmi ISmar^ 
Oct 179s.] 'When we oonfess that onr aafthor 
has had the art oi pleasii^ and i nteiesiii ^ in 
no coounon way by his natural delineation of ^ 
human passions, chancters, and incident^ we 
must add that these effects were not |Mudy ic J 
bj the pottry ; we haTe beoi as much affected bj ^ 

['Nay, I will confess that ... the AmecJ^le Jir'^ 
Faikm, Sumom Lte, Alice Feil, the Be^^mn, and 
the SaUors Moiker . . . would have been more 
deligfatfal to me in prose, told and managed, as 
by Mr. Wordsworth they would have been, in 
a moral essay or pedestrian tour.' — Coleridge 
Biogr. Ut, ed. 1847, ii. 74.] Tke Rime of ike 
Ancient Marimere is ' the strangest stoiy of a cod^ 
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and bull that we ever saw on paper ... it seems 
a rhapsody of unintelligible wildness and in- 
coherence . . . there are^ however^ in it poetical 
touches of an exquisite kind.' The critic detects 
a Rousseauish strain in several of the pieces — in 
the Yew-Tree and Tintem Abbey, for instance ; 
he expostulates with the author for adopting a 
tone of peevish discontent with society and its 
institutions — in the Female Vagrant, The Last of 
the Flock, The Dungeon, The Convict, and The 
True Story of Goody Blake (the critic probably 
suspected Coleridge to be the author of the 
whole volume); but he accords the highest 
praise to The Idiot Boy and The Mad Mother. 
Of the latter he says : ' Admirable painting ! in 
Michael Angelo's bold and masterly manner ' ; 
while opposite The Thorn he merely sets the note: 
' All our author's pictures^ in colourings are dark 
as those of Rembrandt or Spagnoletto.* Finally^ 
pof the poems generally, he observes : ' Style and 
I versification are those of our ancient ditties ; but 
\ much polished, and more constantly excellent. 
In old songs we have only a fine line or stanza 
now and then : here we meet with few that are 
feeble — but it is poesie larmoiante (sic). The 
author is more plaintive than Gray himself.' 
On the whole, it may be said, this review was 
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tlie AncMiit Mjoiner, coMhide^ t)iat it ipii$; a 
luiTa] song-book^ — wbetlieT t;3i)<; comica) s^tsoinr 
had any fbondatioii in iact, <vr whetlieT it wn^ 
just a bmm popetrated by the w^irthy Longman 
(or, haply, by the poet himself upon his solemn 
fiiend?) it is impossible to say. Certain it is 
that L^frioal BaJJads eTentualiy * sold mu<^ better 
than the Woidsworths had expeeted, and was 
liked by a much greater number of people/ — 
Dorothy to Mrs. Marshall, Sept 10, 180a* This 
result, as we have seen, was facilitated by the 
critique in the MotUhi^ Review; it must have 
been still more effectually expedited by an article 
which appeared in the British Critic of October 
1799--the last which calls for notice here. We 
know from Coleridge that Wrangham was a 

1 Knight's Life of WiUiam Wordiworih, l SIS. 
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regular contributor to the British Critic; and 
there are signs in the article which point to 
Wrangham as the writer. We select a few 
sentences : — 

' The attempt made in this little volume is one that 
meets our cordial approbation ; and it is an attempt 
( by no means unsuccessful. The author's endeavour 
is to recall our poetry from the fantastical excess of 
i refinement to simplicity and nature. . . . In these 
poems we do not often find expressions that we 
esteem too familiar or deficient in dignity; on the 
contrary^ we think that in general the author has 
attained that judjf.iftMi dfigrgg_2fL°jmplinty which 
accommodates itself with ease even to the sublime. It 
is not by^ppmf^f words, but . by enei^ of thought, 
that the sublime is most successfully achreved7~and 
i we infinitely prefer the simplicity even of the most 
t unadorned tale in this volume to all the meretricious 
^.frippery of the Darwinian taste. . . . The Ancyent 
Marinere has many excellencies and many faults. 
The beginning and end are striking and well-con- 
ducted, but the intermediate part is too long, and has 
in some places a kind of confusion of images which 
deprives it of all effect from not being intelligible. 
[The writer assigns the entire volume to Coleridge : 
see Ancyent Marinere, 1. 60, note,] All the poems 
have merit, and many among them a very high rank 
of merit, which our feelings respecting some parts of 
the supposed author's character do not authorise 
or incline us to deny. [The Female Vagrant, The 
Nightingale, The Thorn, and The Mad Mother are 
chosen for special praise.] The Idiot Boy, though it 
descends quite to common life, is yet animated by 
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— his one perfect and consummate achievement. 
This may perhaps be partly explained as bell- 
tvetherism. Had the Critical Reviewer decried this 
puzzling poem ? Why^ then^ the pleasantest — 
certainly the least responsible and least fatiguing 
— course for succeeding critics was to take up 
and re-echo the decrial. But it was also at 
least partly the result of honest inability to 
appreciate a grand and novel work of art. 
'Every great and original writer' — the observa- 
tion is Coleridge's^ reported more than once by 
Wordsworth — 'in proportion as he is great or 
original must himself create the taste by which 
he is to be relished ; he must teach the art by 
which he is to be seen : so has it been^ so will 
it continue to be. The predecessors of an 
original genius of a high order [here the old 
ballad-writers] will have smoothed the way for 
all that he has in common with them — and 
much he will have in common; but, for what 
is peculiarly his own^ he will be called upon to 
clear and often to shape his own road : he will 
be in the condition of Hannibal among the 
Alps.'i 'The commonest quality/ says Carlyle 

^ Eaaay Supplementa/ry to Preface. WordBworth: Poems, 
ed. 1815, i. 368. — In the curiously frank note on the Ancyent 
Ma/rvMTe which, with Coleridge's knowledge and consent, 
Wordsworth inserted in the second (1800) edition of I/yrical 
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somewhere, 'in a true work of art, if its ex- 
cellence have any depth and compass, is that at 
first sight it occasions a certain disappointment 

BdUadSt there are some strictures which serve to illustrate 
the striking contrast in genius and moral frame presented by 
the two poet-friends. While admitting the true and delicate 
touches of passion, the wealth of beautiful imagery felicitously 
expressed, and the harmony and artful variety of the versifica- 
tion, Wordsworth finds four * great defects ' in his colleague's 
ballad: * first, that the princigaLjieisai^ has no distinct 
character, either in his profession as Mariner, or aslTEuman 
being who, having been long under controul of supernatural 
impressions, might be supposed himself to partake of some- 
thing supernatural [strange ! that Wordsworth could not see 
how this indistinctness really belongs in a faulty degree to 
his retired skipper of The Thorn, whereas in the AncyerU 
Marinere it is, if not a beautiful, certainly a necessary 
feature]; secondly, that he does not a ct, but is continually 
acted upon ; thirdly, that the events, having no necessary con- 
nection, do not produce each other [objections which are met 
by simply quoting the title of 1800 : The Ancient Mariner : 
A Poet* 8 Reverie] ; and lastly, that the iigia gery is somewhat 
too laboriously accumulated.' Let us confess at once that 
this deplorable criticism serves but to indicate the moral and 
artistic limitations of the critic. Wordsworth, serenely self • 
involved, shows towards the susceptibilities of his partner an 
indifiPerence which shocks and repels us. The * experiment' 
certainly looked perilously like failure : why was this ? That 
The Thorn or The Idiot Boy could have had anything to do 
with it was not to be believed. The fault must lie in The 
Ancyent Ma/rinere, which no one seemed to understand. 
True, the critics had attacked The Thorn as well ; but their 
objections to The Thorn were idle, and easily met, whereas 
the strictures on The Ancyent Marinere had some grounds 
and relevance and could not be disposed of so readily. And 
so Wordsworth prints, in the second edition (1800) of the 
Lyrieal Ballads, two notes — one, in which he sturdily defends 
Th^JSuttxkJrom the charges of prolixity and tediousness, and 
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— perhaps even^ mingled with its undeniable 

beauty^ a certain feeling of aversion.' 

another, in which he cahnly gives his friend and his friend's 
ballad away to the enemy ! It most be allowed that Words- 
worth suffered from the defects of his great qualities of head 
and heart : he could 

* . . . see a World in a grain of sand 

And a Heaven in a wild flower, 
Hold Infinity in the palm of his hand 

And Eternity in an hour.' 
But he could not write — he even fails here to grasp the con- 
ditions of success in writing — a romantic ballad of gramarye. 
And this was Coleridge's reward for his priceless gift — the 
laughter, kindly or malicious, of strangers, the faint praise, 
the vigorous censure, of his brother-poets ! Yet to Words- 
worth — in whose poetry he loyally refused for years to con- 
cede to the critics any blemishes — he uttered no word of 
remonstrance or complaint. Well indeed might he say : 

r* To be beloved is all I need, '""^ 
And whom I love, I love indeed.'/ 

Coleridge, however, while stedfastly declining to acknowledge 
publicly, did yet in 1798 admit and deplore confidentially 
the onosidedneas of Wordsworth's poetic genius. * Coleridge 
lamented,' writes Hazlitt, * that Wordsworth was not prone 
enough to believe in the traditional superstitions of the place, 
and that there was a something corporeal, a fnaUer-of-fcuitneai, 
a clinging to the palpable, or often to the petty, in his poetry, 
in consequence. His genius was not a spirit that descended 
to him through the air ; it sprung out of the ground like a 
flower, or unfolded itself like a green spray, on which the 
goldfinch sang.' This, adds Hazlitt, Coleridge intended to 
apply to Wordsworth's descriptive, not to his philosophic 
poetry; * which latter,' he said, *had a grand and compre- 
hensive spirit in it, so that his soul seemed to inhabit the 
universe like a palace, and to discover truth by intuition, 
rather than by deduction.' — My First Acquaintance vnth Poets 
[in May 1798]. Wordsworth's view of the matter is presented 
in the Prologue to Peter Bell, 
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Wordswortb, in the Jd at rHMm m Mi of 179^ 
annooiices the Ij^rkmi BaSmd» — not oi cotnse the 
Other Poems in the Tohnne — as an experimeiU ; 
' they are written and printed^, that isy to ascertain 
how far the language of coii¥«rsatioii in the 
middle and lower classes of soebety is ac^pted 
for the purposes d poetic pleasure/ This is 
badly esqpressed; and Wordsworth in ISOO^and 
again in 1802 and 1805, tried to imp roi e upon 
it. In 1805 (Prefmee) instead of 'the langua^ 
of conversatiim ' we find 'a seleetkn of the real 
language of men in a state of rtrid sensatioa ' : 
and the poet further describes his purpose, thus : 

'The principal olijcct whi^^ I prop a oed tontysclf 
in these Poems was to choose izknioKts and stnaitxans 
from common life, and to relate or describe thnK 
throughout, as &r as was possSbJe^ in a Adi ect ii a n. of 
language really used by men ; and, at the 
to throiTover ikem'a certain colooriBg «f f 
whereby ordinary things dMmld be preMnted t» the 
mind in an unusual wmy ; and farther, jni ab«ve alL 
to make these incidents and sitaatioos iutetwtiii g by 
tracing in them^ truly though not wiliiilitr— ifi^ the 
primary laws of our nature : 
the manner in which we 
excitement.' 



Had Wordsworth stof^ied diort here his 
experiment in stifle must needs kxwe 

a success, for the 
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experiment would have been based was^ as we 
shall see presently, a sound one. But unfor- 
tunately he went on to advocate the choice for 
poetic purposes of themes and language from 
low and rustic life^ because 'in that condition 
the essential passions of the heart find a better 
soil in which they can attain their maturity, 
are less under restraint, and speak a plainer 
and more emphatic language ' ; because rustics 
' hourly communicate with the best objects from 
which the best part of language is originally 
derived, and because . . . being less under the 
influence of social vanity, they convey their feel- 
ings and notions in simple and unelaborated 
expressions.' Here, beyond question, Words- 
worth ventured too far, and laid himself open 
to ridicule and discomfiture; but we must not 
suppose that he intended to say that all poetry 
should be built of such rude materials, or indeed 
that he meant the arguments and assumptions 
in general of the Preface to be applied univer- 
sally. The Prejace, says Professor Minto, was 
' much more limited in its purpose : it was apolo- 
getic and not constructive ; it was really an 
elaborate justification of the poet's own practice 
in the case of the Lyrical Ballads^ not the 
enunciation of a universally binding poetic 
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creed — although Wordsworth, not the meekest 
of men^ was inclined to take the aggressive 
against what his critics considered good poetry.' 
Here, for instance, 'he was only, in a spirit of 
defiant paradox, playing for a little with the idea 
that if a poet dealt only with the feelings of 
peasants, and used only words known to them, 
his poetry was likely to be more permanently 
interesting and intelligible. And the paradox is 
arguable. . . .' ^ 

But to resume. That portion of Wordsworth's 
theory which respects low and rustic life and 
speech (or, as the Advertisement of 1798 puts it, 
' the language of conversation in the middle and 
lower classes of society ') may be rejected as 
fanciful and exaggerated. Indeed, it does not 
enter as an essential ingredient into the theory 
at all, but is rather an adventitious and separ- 
able accident of it. The central position of the 
Preface of 1800, and the very gist and core of 
Wordsworth's theory, is this : t hat Poetry has n o 
peculiar vocabulary of h er own, different firim 
th at of Prose, writ *?^ nr fpp^ktn thnt passion, 
whether it utters itself metrically or not, uses 
invariably the self-same language — that verse not 
only can be, but ought to be, composed ¥dthout 
1 LUeraUire of the Gtorgtan Em, pp. 169, 161. 
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the introduction of any words other than those 
which are found in well-written prose. 

' It may be safely affirmed/ says Wordsworth, 
' that there neither is^ nor can be^ any essential 
difference between the language of prose and 
metrical composition/ But in what sense does 
Wordsworth use the word language here ? Cole- 
ridge in the Biographia, on the ground that it 
\ was impossible to suspect Wordsworth of enounc- 
. ing a truism^ argues that language here must 
^A-* } mean style : must have reference, that is, not to 
\\ mere words themselves, but to the composition 

and arrangement, or ordonnance, of the words. 
And assuming this to be the case, Coleridge 
proceeds to show that neither in Wordsworth's 
poetry, nor in any other, is the language (= style) 
identical with the language (= style) of prose. 
' But it is impossible to read Wordsworth's 
preface through with care enough to group and 
put together his detached statements (concentra- 
tion of dry thought not being one of his virtues 
as a writer), without feeling that he never meant 
to deny' a difference between the language, in 
this sense, of prose, and that of metrical composi- 
tion ; ' and that when he spoke of there being 
no essential difference, etc., he was thinking of the 
mere words, if by words we understand Jigurative 
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— why, if he wants to describe the flower-scents 
floating in the summer air, is the poet expected 
to speak of Junes spicy gales? Why, for him^ 
must the birds ever be the feathered chair or the 
songsters of Spring ? Why must a running streanoi 
figure as the purling rill ? Why must we call a 
country lass a nymph, her lover a swain, her home 
a bower }^ Or, again, why is it considered 

* elegant ' to speak of a cold bath as ' the gelid 
cistern,' of the dog-rose as ' cynorrhodon ' ? 
Why must Dr. Darwin, when he might say 

* mother's milk,' prefer to say * nutrient streams 
from Beauty's orbs ' ? why, alas ! did I, in the 
days of benighted youth, prefer ' dairy produce 
of thrice ten summers' to 'a thirty-year-old 
cheese ' ? — {Descriptive Sketches, 11. 588-9). 

^ When Wordsworth said, then, that between 

/ the language of poetry and that of prose there 

was and could be no difference, he had in his 

' mind — not style or the ordonnance of language, 
but — mere words themselves; and, this once 
granted, the difficulty between him and G>le- 
ridge instantly vanishes. In a note relating to 
' Poetry and Prose,' on page 229 of the delight- 
ful Anima Poetce (edited in 1 895 by his grandson^ 

^ WortUworthia/naf p. 325; Description of the Longma/a 
MSa,, pp. 47, 48. 
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Mr. £. H. Coleridge)^ the latter says (the italics 
are ours) : — 

' As soon as literature becomes common^ and crities 
numerous in any country^ and a lac^ bodr of men 
seek to express themselves hafaitDaily in the most 
predse, sensuous^ and impassioned wiNrds^ the di£SR«- 
ence as to mere words [between poetry and p ro s e] 
ceases, as, for example, the Gennaa prase writenL 
Produce to me one word out of Klopatock, WiehauL. 
Schiller, Goethe, Voss, etc., which I will not find as 
frequently used in the most efier g etif . prose writeis. 
The Hole difference in ehfk ie that poetry demmmd» a 
9evere keeping — if admUe nothing that prooe mm§ not 
qften admit, but it qftener reyoeto. In otkorwonto^ it 
preouppoeee a more comiiwm em atate ijf\ 



On tiiis leveUing; sixnpiifyixi;^ theory^ oi poetic 
dietkni Wottiswartii expemtet ail the- rgtnBhi 
tuHuurj ardawn^ which he hadf faiieci to timl 
ani oldSEe^iiL_jHbBe d&as^ Ixt the Ltfoeatt 
Ballais qI IT^^^A^Q^ aBukxmi^kKrAmmt^ intTT, 
ks AiujigJJk aa£ its wcsknjess aseaiike frxMtms^r 
its weakznsK in TFm Tfmrw. Thm '<aeim'.v .UMbfir 
aihil one oar tsan <jilKi piecor: itsf stWRsi^f^ i^ 
sndk piM mil air Aak 27ar Ttm Asmt .]Seommm 
aodl^abBipe ail^ tbe Hmf <;ggBe=> jjwiiinwr i r$: ««tlM; 
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Dowden^ ' whether Wordsworth's statement of a 
theory of poetical diction can be sustained in all 
its parts; his practice was an effort to express 
the truth of human passion^ and even his failures 
were on the side of truth.' ^ 

The Lyrical Ballads were an experiment in 
poetic diction ; they were also a new departure 
in respect of substance. Not that homely 
themes^ such as those of Simon I^ee, The Idiot 
Boy, and The Mad Mother, were new to English 
readers. On the contrary^ the sentiment of 
interest in the lives of humble folk, of feeling 
for their joys and sorrows, was a vein which had 
been systematically worked for literary ends 
since 1742 (the date of Shenstone's Schoolmigtress). 
It forms the leading motive of Mackenzie's 
novel. The Man of Feeling, and it appears, though 
less prominently, in Tristram Shandy and The 
Sentimental Journey, 1 1 inspires Goldsm i th 's Sweet 
Auburn, Langhorne's Country Justice, and Crabbe's 
Village ; and expresses itself dramatically in the 
familiar Beggar's Petition, In 1790-1800 semi" 

1 Poemi of Wordwtomih^ od. Kdward Dowdon (Qinn and 
Co., Boston, 1897), Introduction^ p. Ixii. This ii In every 
respect the best book of selections from Wordsworth's poetry. 
It represents Wordsworth adequately where Matthew Amold'i 
volume is deficient, t.e. in the sonnets, and it is furnished 
with an Introduction and Notes from the |)en of the moft 
aooomplished and catholic-minded of our literary critics. 
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bility was exploited chiefly by the Delia Cruscan 
circle^ in whose hands it had degenerated into 
mawkish drivel. It is undoubtedly with refer- 
ence to these harmless and not unamiable 
scribblers that Wordsworth says in the Preface 
of 1 800 (p. xiii):— 

' I cannot be insensible of the present outcry against 
the triviality and meanness^ both of thought and 
language^ which some of my contemporaries have 
occasionally introduced into their metrical composi- 
tions; and I acknowledge that this defect^ where it 
exists^ is more dishonorable to the Writer's own 
character than false refinement or arbitrary innova- 
tion^ though I should contend at the same time that 
it is far less pernicious in the sum of its consequences. 
From such verses the poems in these volumes will be 
found distinguished at least by one mark of difference^ 
that each of them has a worthy purpose. Not that I 
mean to say that I always began to write with a 
distinct purpose formally conceived ; but I believe 
that my habits of meditation have so formed my 
feelings^ as that my descriptions of such objects as 
strongly excite those feelings will be found to carry 
along with them a purpose.* 

This is not very clearly put, nor is Words- 
worth's account of his purpose as full or signi- 
ficant as one could have wished : ' to illustrate 
the manner in which our feelings and ideas are 
associated in a state of excitement.' Words- 
worth had renounced the Hartleian philosophy, 
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but he employs the Hartleian terminology. 
He^ however^ adds a further definition 'in less 
general language : it is to follow the fluxes and 
refluxes of the mind when agitated by the great 
and simple affections of our nature/ From these 
two definitions we learn that towards 1798 his 
thoughts ran chiefly on the psychology of the 
great primary passions of human nature, and that 
this settled bias unconsciously determined his 
choice of poetical subjects. On this choice, and 
the purpose or bent which underlay and directed 
it, a few words must now be said. 

In the spring of 1793, disturbed and mortified 
at the course of events in France, and burning 
with wrath against his native country, now at 
war with the infant republic on which his hopes 
were centred, Wordsworth resolved to avert his 
eyes for a time from public affairs and seek by 
ardent study the exact knowledge which should 
justify his passionate beliefs. Under the in- 
fluence of Michael Beaupuy (179^) he had been 
led to take an eager part, abruptly and before 
his time, in political controversy. That man is 
by nature good, that liberty is the panacea for 
every ill, that the institutions of society are to 
blame for the vices and sufferings of the in- 
\ dividual, that human nature is infinitely perfect- 
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ible — these were doctrines which he 'had oft 
revolved. Felt deeply, but not thoroughly under- 
stood By reason ' ; they were visitants, welcome, 
indeed, but 'Lodged only at the sanctuary's 
door. Not safe within its bosom.' ' Now, however, 
I began,' he says {Prelude, xi, 98), ^ To meditate 
with ardor on the rule And management of 
nations ; what it is And ought to be ; and strove 
to learn how far Their power or weakness, wealth 
or poverty. Their happiness or misery, depends 
Upon their laws, and fashion of the State.' 
Presently, as his hopes of universal liberty 
waned, from the study of man in society he 
passed to the study of man the individual, 
turning his mind inwards upon itself, in the 
hope 'That, if the emancipation of the world 
Were missed, he should at least secure his own. 
And be in part compensated.' He entered upon 
a searching inquest into the constitution of 
human nature — 'calling the mind. Suspiciously 
to establish in plain day Her titles and her 
honours.' Just at this juncture appeared God- 
win's Political Justice, announcing a system which 
promised everything — inward light and guid- 
ance, self-knowledge and self-rule, a serene 
superiority to the accidents of life — to those 
who should leave all and follow William Godwin. 
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'Godwin,' says Professor Dowdcn,* 'had a 
remarkable gift for imposing upon himself; he 
reverenced his own understanding, and pro- 
foundly believed that his character was that of a 
benevolent sage/ ' The prophet of individualism 
diffused a kind of sanctity around him. The 
stoicism which he maintained himself and advised 
others to imitate ; the contempt he professed for 
vulgar pleasures^ for sufferings moral or physical^ 
for sickness^ and for calumny; and also his 
superiority to all the narrow and trifling interests 
of humanity, invested his system with a lofty 
dignity which recommended it to youthful 
souls,' 2 who, like Wordsworth, loved pains- 
taking thoughts, and truth, their dear reward. 
That system represented the eighteenth-century 
cult of reason carried to the pitch of fetish- 
worship. Man, said Godwin, is in reality a 
passive, and not an active, being. He is neither 
more nor less than a reasoning machine. As he 
ought to be, and as, but for the pernicious 
influences of society, he would be, Man is like a 
stately vessel 

' That asks no aid of Sail or Oar, 
That fears no spite of Wind or Tide,' 

1 Hie Prench Revolviion and English Literature, p. 48. 
' Legouis : Early Life of Wordsworth, p. 863. 
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but is guided at once and propelled by the self- 
same inward motive power. 

If, however, reason is thus to serve both as 
law and impulse to man, care must be taken to 
free it from everything that tends to disturb, 
confuse, or impede it. Or — to put it otherwise 
— if his intelligence is to be to man a magic 
glass wherein at all times he can descry his 
proper line of action, then must it be diligently 
polished clean of everything that would encrust 
or bedim its surface. The mind must be scoured 
and smooth-rubbed and stripped of all habitudes 
whatsoever — ^be they instincts, natural affections, 
sentiments, prejudices, or principles. The laws 
of the state, the traditional code of morals, the 
private maxims of personal honour must, equally 
and alike, be brushed aside. In short, there 
must have taken place, in the man, a complete 
dissolution of all that we understand by the 
words moral character, before Godwin will allow 
him to be reckoned one of the emancipated — 
one truly ^Lord of himself, in undisturbed 
delight.* 

Two objections to this preposterous system 
present themselves m limine, of so obvious and 
arduous a character that one is puzzled to con- 
ceive how Wordsworth could have overlooked or 

d 
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surmounted them. Firsts If ' man is to have his 
faculty of reason in act upon every occasion that 
occurs, and to conduct himself accordingly' 
(Godwin), must he not inevitably lose all 
capacity for action in the calculation of ccm- 
sequences? Secondly, Reason^ as such, can 
never be a source or spring of action ; to per- 
suade a man to sobriety we must appeal, not 
to reason, but to the pains of disease, poverty^ 
and social disgrace, that is, to feelings. The 
influence of reason upon conduct is indirect : it 
chooses the means, and weighs the ends of 
action, during which operation the feelings are 
in suspense ; but the ultimate motives or springs 
of action are our feelings of pleasure or pain. 
Wordsworth, however, undeterred by these or 
other difficulties, embraced the system of Godwin 
with fervour. His own words are that he became 
'a bigot to a new idolatry,' and that, 'Like a 
cowled monk; who had forsworn the world,' he 
' Zealously laboured to cut off his heart From all 
the sources of her former strength ' ; that is^ 
from genial sympathy, and love, and faith in his 
fellow-man {Prelude, xii, 75-80; 44-48). Ere 
long, however, he discovered that the vaunted 
inner light of reason was little better than 
a will-o'-the-wisp— that the oracle enshrined 



wi&hki^fHmltoots^ak delivered an ambigiMMK 
precqiit in imcertsm aceents. Man, he now 
perceived, vvas 'a Being Who iiatb in no con- 
cerns of lusatest Of good and evil: knows not 
wliat to ifear Or bape idty what to covet or to 
dnm.' And, &irther, if man did indeed possesB 
SQch an infaHihle inward test, virherein would he 
be profited, for wbere wonld be the obligation 
to enloBne? Man might indeed in snd con^ 
diticns see €be light, but, a rebel to the very 
law whidi he acknowledged, he would still act 
«nisB,«sse]&hp»s><miii««d. LwUy, he tewwd 
that hf sednkwsly str^iping himself of all forms 
and feeliz^s, sentiments and principles, man 
was but emptying, sweeping, and garnishing the 
house of the soul for the demons of egotism, 
setf-will, and pride to enter in and dwell there 
in the guise and garb of reason ; so that the 
soul of man became, as it were, the stage on 
which the fiercest passions 'had the privilege 
to work. And never hear the sound of their 
own names.' So weak and self- deluding, 
indeed, is human nature, so craftily can our 
intellect lend itself to the service of the evil 
within us, that 'there is no general doctrine 
which is not capable of eating out our 
morality, if unchecked by the deep-seated habit 
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of direct fellow-feeling with individual fellow- 
men/ ^ 

And now, for a time, Wordsworth Most All 
feeling of conviction, and, in fine. Sick, wearied 
out with contrarieties. Yielded up moral ques- 
tions in despair/ From this morbid state he 
was recalled to optimism and poetry by ^Nature's 
self, assisted by all varieties of human love ' ; 
chiefly by the love of his sister Dorothy, now 
(Sept. 1795), after four years' separation, restored 
to him, and of his future wife, Mary Hutchinson. 
The lonely roads of Dorsetshire soon became his 
open schools, where he daily read with delight 
in the book of human nature, learning from 
* men obscure and lowly ' the beauty, grandeur, 
and prime worth of those simple affections on 
which Godwin had passed sentence of extermina- 
tion. Gradually he came to see that man's 
happiness and wisdom lay, not in the repression 
of his feelings, but in their free play and full 
exercise ; in the training and nurture of his soul 
— that wonderful thing, ' of a thousand faculties 
composed, and twice ten thousand interests' — 
and, more especially, in the cultivation of the 
great primary passions which constitute what 
he calls 'the universal heart' of mankind — in 

^ This observation oooura somewhere in Middlemarch, 
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that^ and in an active communion^ through the 
sensitive intellect, with nature. He saw that 
the mind of man, when wedded to this goodly 
universe in love and holy passion, would find an 
opening paradise in life's daily prospect — would 
find or half- create it there. And as these 
thoughts occurred the resolve sprang up within 
him : / will be the singer of this great consum- 
mation, this marriage between the mind and 
the external world ; my voice shall proclaim * the 
creation (by no lower name Can it be called) 
which they with blended might Accomplish/ 
Henceforward the mind of man shall be 'My 
haunt and the main region of my song/ My 
poetry shall become one great psychography , in 
which those faculties of the soul heretofore 
despised and neglected shall find due recogni- 
tion and respect. 

This resolve was taken while Wordsworth was 
still at Racedown (Oct. 1795- July 1797), and if 
it came too late to colour the poems composed 
during those years — the Yew-Tree Lines, the 
Ruined Cottage, and the tragedy of The Borderers 
— it certainly coloured the Ballads of 1798. Of 
them we might fairly say, what Charles Lamb 
said of the fourth book of the Excursion (and 
indeed of the entire poem), that their ' general 
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tendency is to abate the pride of the calculatiii^ 

understanding, and to reinstate the imagination 

and the affections in those seats from which 

modem philosophy has laboured but too sue- 

f cessfully to expel them/ The Lyrical Ballads 

resemble stray leaves from an inventory of the 

;' soul's treasure-house; they are like fragments 

taken from a survey of the vast, ill-explored 

; continent of Mansoul. And on the leaves many 

; a precious thing, hitherto despised or forgotten, 

' is lovingly described and appraised ; in the 

fragments many green islands of the desert,' 

many fertile valleys and delectable mountains, 

• are depicted in glowing words. 

What differentiates the Lyrical Ballads, then, 
from other poems of humble life superficially 
similar is this : that owing to the peculiar cast 
of the author s genius and the special bent of 
his interests at the time of writing, the several 
poems are also several studies in psychology. 
The mind, but above all the heart, of man is 
the poet's haunt, and the main region of his 
song. Poetry, says Wordsworth himself in a 
note on The Thorn (1800) — ^poetry is the his- 
tory or science of feelings.' ' The appropriate 
business of poetry,* he says elsewhere, '(which 
nevertheless, if genuine, is as permanent as 



INTRODUCTION xlvii 

pure science), her appropriate employment, her 
privilege and her duty, is to treat of things not 
as_ they are, but as the y appear ; not as they 
exist in themselves, but as tliey seem to exist 
to the senses, and to the passions' The psycho- 
logical aspect of the several Ballads, it may be 
added, is briefly expounded in the notes on 
each. 

The three poems^ Peter Bell, The Three Graves, 
and The Wanderings of Cain, are here given in an 
Appendix because^ having been written in 1798> 
they appear to share a common psychological 
motive with The Ancyent Marinere and Goody 
Blake (see note on Peter Bell, p. 255). Ideas 
evolve themselves differently according to the 
minds in which they strike root. It is most 
interesting to study the various ways in which 
the same idea — the transforming effect of a curse, 
acting as a fixed painful idea upon the mind 
of its object — has been worked out by Coleridge 
and Wordsworth. In The Ancyent Marinere and 
in Peter Bell the psychological process issues 
in the conversion of the curse-stricken soul; in 
The Three Graves and Goody Blake the victim/ 
sinks under the load and death ensues; Cain 
is but a meagre fragment from which it is 
impossible to infer what treatment the motive 
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would have received. On this subject the reader 
should consult chap. iii. book iv. of M. Emile 
Legouis* exhaustive study of The Early Life of 
William Wordsworth (Dent, 1 897). Of his obliga- 
tions to this masterly work the editor desires to 
make cordial and grateful acknowledgment, as 
also of his indebtedness to Professor Dowden's 
several published labours upon Wordsworth 
(notably his recent volume of selected poems, 
published by Ginn and Co., Boston — a volume, 
facile princeps of its numerous class, from which 
he has ventured to appropriate some interesting 
points), and to information privately obtained 
from the same liberal source. Dr. Garnett's 
recent Poetry of S, T, Coleridge (Muses* Library) 
has furnished him with some welcome details 
relating to Lewti and The Three Graves, The 
editor has also to thank Professor Skeat for 
his kind help in the waif difficulty (see Ancyent 
Marinerey 1. 83, note, and Additional Notes, p. 26l), 
and Robert Yelverton Tyrrell for the version 
of the Latin motto prefixed in the later editions to 
The Ancyent Mariner e. To Mr. William Hale 
White, whose Examination of the Charge of Apostasy 
against Wordsworth is the latest contribution to 
the study of the poet, and to another friend, he 
is deeply indebted for ungrudging and invaluable 
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help. The editor had hoped to find room here 
for a critical account of Coleridge's great ballad ; 
but he must be content to refer the reader to 
the Rev. Stopford A. Brooke's Introduction to 
The Golden Book of Coleridge, and to Professor 
Dowden's Essay on Coleridge as a Poet, published 
in The Fortnighth/ Review, Sept. 1889, and re- 
printed in his New Studies in Literature. Professor 
Knight's Lije of Wordsworth and his Journals 
of Dorothy Wordsworth, and Mr. E. H. Cole- 
ridge's Letters of Samuel Taylor Coleridge and 
Anima Poetce (all four indispensable aids to 
the student of Wordsworth and his poet-friend), 
have been frequently drawn upon — never, the 
editor trusts, without proper acknowledgment — 
in the notes to this volimie. Finally, the reader's 
indulgence is bespoken for the shortcomings 
of editorial work which has been done under 
some difficulties and with many interruptions, 
and has latterly suffered from the iUness of the 
worker. 

The two portraits (reproduced in photogravure) 
are as follows : — 

William Wordsworth, cet, 28. Drawn in chalk 
by Robert Hancock for Joseph Cottle, Bristo, 
1798. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, cet. 22-3. Printed 
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in 1795 by Peter Vandyke for Joseph Cottle, 
Bristol. 

Both are now in the National Portrait Gallery. 

T. H. 

Easter, 1898. 

Note. — The two following accounts of the 
origin of the Ancyent Marinere, though they have 
been often reprinted, are too important to be 
omitted here. In 1843 Wordsworth stated to 
Miss Fenwick : — 

^ On Nov. 13, 1797, Coleridge, my sister, and myself 
started from Alfoxden pretty late in the afternoon 
with a view to visit Linton and the Valley of Stones 
near to it Accordingly we set off, and proceeded 
along the Quantock Hills towards Watchet ; and in 
the course of this walk was planned the poem of the 
Ancient Mariner, founded on a dream, as Mr. Coleridge 
said, of his friend Mr. Cruikshank. Much the greatest 
part of the story was Mr. Coleridge's invention, but 
certain parts I suggested ; for example, some crime 
was to be committed which should bring upon the Old 
Navigator, as Coleridge afterwards delighted to call 
him, the spectral persecution, as a consequence of 
that crime and his own wanderings. I had been 
reading in Shelvocke's Voyages, a day or two before, 
that while doubling Cape Horn they frequently saw 
albatrosses in that latitude, the largest sort of sea- 
fowl, some extending their wings twelve or thirteen 
feet. "Suppose," said I, ^'you represent him as 
having killed one of these birds on entering the South 
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on the two cardl^aipoints of ^oetry^ the power of 
exciting t£e 83nnpauy of the reader by a faithful 
adherence to the truth of nature^ and the power of 
giving the interest of novelty by the modifjang colours 
of imagination. The sudden charm^ which accidents 
of light and shade^ which moonlight or sunset^ diffused 
over a known and familiar landscape^ appeared to 
represent the practicability of combining both. These 
are the poetry of nature. The thought suggested 
itself (to which of us I do not recollect) that a series 
of poems might be composed of two sorts. In the one^ 
the incidents and agents were >krbd> In. ^art at leasts 
supernatural ; and the excellence aimed at was to 
ccjusist in the interesting of the affections by the 
dramatic truth of such emotions as would naturally 
accompany such situations, supposing them real. And 
real in this sense they have been to every human 
being who^ from whatever source of delusion^ has at 
any time believed himself under supernatural agency. 
For the second class^ subjects were to be chosen from 
ordinary life ; the characters and incidents were to be 
such as will be found in every village and its vicinity 
where there is a meditative and feeling mind to seek 
after them^ or to notice them when they present 
themselves. 

^In this idea originated the plan of the Lyrical 
Ballads ; in which it was agreed that my endeavours 
should be directed to persons and characters super- 
natural^ or at least romantic; yet so as to transfer 
from our inward nature a human interest and a 
semblance of truth sufficient to procure for these 
shadows of imagination that willing suspension of 
disbelief for the moment^ which constitutes poetic 
faith. Mr. Wordsworth, on the other hand, was to 
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propose to himself as his object^ to give the charm 
of novelty to things of every day^ and to excite a 
feeling analogous to the supernatural^ by awakening 
the mind's attention from the lethargy of custom^ and 
directing it to the loveliness and the wonders of the 
world before us; an inexhaustible treasure^ but for 
which^ in consequence of the film of familiarity and 
selfish solicitude^ we have eyes^ yet see not^ ears that 
hear not^ and hearts that neither feel nor understand. 
' With this view I wrote the Ancient Mariner, and 
was preparing^ among other poems^ the Dark Ladle, 
and the Christdbel, in which I should have more 
nearly realised my ideal than I had done in my first 
attempt. But Mr. Wordsworth's industry had proved 
so much more successful^ and the number of his 
poems so much greater^ that my compositions^ instead 
of forming a balance^ appeared rather an interpolation 
of heterogeneous matter. Mr. Wordsworth added two 
or three poems written in his own character^ in the 
impassioned^ lofty^ and sustained diction which is 
characteristic of his genius. In this form the Lyrical 
BaUads were published ; and were presented by him 
as an experiment^ whether subjects, which from their 
nature rejected the usual ornaments and extra-collo- 
quial style of poems in general^ might not be so 
managed in the language of ordinary life as to 
produce the pleasurable interest which it is the 
peculiar business of poetry to impart.' 
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(1) 

(A) Lyrieal Ballads, | with | A few Other Poems. | Bristol : I 
Printed by Biggs and Cottle, | For T. N. Longman, Pater- 
noeter-row, London. { 17d8. ' (8vo. Paper boards.) 

(B) Lyrieal Ballads, | with | A few Other Poems. | London:] 
Printed for J. & A. Arch, Gracechurch-street. | 1798. (Svo. 
Paper boards.) 

CoLUUvm, — Title; AdvertisemevU, pp. i.-v. ; Contents, 1 
page; Half-title: The Rime, etc. (p. 1); ArgvmievU (p. 3); 
Poems {The Rime, eto,— The Mad Mother), pp. 5-146; Half- 
title : The Idiot Boy (p. 147) ; Poems {The Idiot Boy— Lines 
written . . . above Tintern Abbey), pp. 149-210 ; Errata, 1 
page, imnumbered; Advertisements of books 'Published for 
Joseph Cottle, Bristol, Mr. T. Longman, and Messrs. Lee and 
Hurst, Paternoster-row, London,' 2 pages. 

(A) is known to the editor to exist in one copy only — that 
(formerly Southey's) now in the library of the British 
Museum. Cottle, whose story here, as often elsewhere, is 
untrustworthy, states that 'the heavy sale induced him to 
part with the largest proportion of the impression of 600, 
at a loss, to Mr. Arch, a London bookseller.' As this 
transference must have been concluded within a fortnight 
from the appearance of the book, it cannot have been due to 
* the heavy sale.' Possibly Cottle hoped that Longman would 
take the whole impression, as he seems to have done in the 
case of the second edition of Joan of Arc ; and may, with 
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this in view, have obtained leave to place Longman's name, 
as London publisher, on the title-page. But Longman had 
found cause to repent his bargain over Joam^ and — says 
Coleridge, writing to Southey, Dec. 24, 1799 {LeUen of 
8. T. C, p. 319) — was indisposed to similar n^otiations. 
Anyhow, whether disappointed of Longman or not, Cottle 
sold practically the whole impression to Arch; and so 
promptly that Wordsworth, who wrote on September 15 
b^ging Cottle to transfer his interest in the book to Johnacm 
of St. Paul's Churchyard, was informed in reply that this 
could not be done, the first impression being already other- 
wise disposed of. 

In the British Museum copy, already mentioned as showing 
the Bristol imprint, a cancelled Contents-table is bound in 
between Title and AdvertisemerU, in which Coleridge's 
Levjti; or the Circassian Love-Chant appears where, in the 
published 'Contents,' The Nightingale stands. And between 
The Nightingale and The FerrwZe Va>grant in the same copy 
are inserted the leaves (pp. 63-67) of the cancelled Lewti for 
which, at the last moment, The Nightingale (pp. 63-69) was 
substituted. This change deranges the paging of the pub- 
lished book. The Nightingale ends on p. 69 ; then follow a 
blank page and a page containing stanza i. of The Female 
VagraMy both unnumbered ; after which pp. 70, 71, and so 
on to p. 210, which is, in fact, p. 212. Sig. e does not 
appear, and from sig. d (p. 49) to sig. f (p. 81) there are 34, 
instead of 32, pages. A direction in Coleridge's hand to the 
printer of Lyrical Ballads^ ed. 1800, implies that some 
early copies of the first edition, containing Lewti, were in 
existence. — "W. Hale White's Longman MSS,, p. 35, note. 

In the Bibliography of Professor Knight's earlier edition of 
the Poems, and also in Mr. J. B. Tutin's admirable BibUo- 
graphical List of the Writinga'in Verse and Prose of William 
Wordsworth (Macmillan, 1888), the following title-page (pre- 
sumably on the authority of Lowndes) is given, while (A) 
does not appear : 'Lyrical Ballads, with a few Other Poems. 
Joseph Cottle, Bristol, 1798.' The editor has failed to find 
an example of this title-page, nor is it given in the Biblio- 
graphy of Professor Knight's recent edition of the Poems 
(Macmillan). 
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(2) 
[2nd Edition, in two volumes, 1800.] 

Lyrical Ballads, | with | Other Poems. | In Two Volumes. | 
By W, Wordsworth. | Quam nihil ad genium, Papiniane, 
tuum ! I Vol. I. I Second Edition. | London : i Printed for 
T. N. Longman and O. Rees, Paternoster-row, | By Biggs 
and Co., Bristol. | 1800. (8vo. Paper boards.) [The title of 
vol. ii. is identical, save that instead of 'Vol. i. Second 
Edition,' * Vol. ii.' appears.] 

Collation. — Title, Contents, Preface^ pp. xlvi ; a blank 
leaf; Poems {ExpostuUationj etc. — Lines written near Rieh- 
mand), pp. 1-104 ; Half-title : The Idiot Boy (p. 105) ; Poems 
{The Idiot Boy— The Mad Mother), pp. 107-150 ; Half-title : 
Hie Aneient Mariner, A Poet^s Reverie (p. 151) ; Argvmenl, 
(p. 153) ; Poems {The Ancient Mariner — Tintem Abbey), 
pp. 165-210 ; Notes, five pages, imnumbered. 

[VoL ii. : Title and Contents, 2 leaves ; Poems, pp. 1-225 ; 
Notes, pp. 226, 227 ; Errata, 1 page.] 

In vol. i. all the poems of ed. 1798 re-appear (in a different 
order and with several changes of text), except The Convict, 
for which Coleridge's Love is substituted. The Lines written 
near Richmond become two poems : Lines written when sail^ 
ing in a Boat at Evening (stt. i., ii.) and Lines toritten near 
Richmond (stt. iii.-v.). The Old Man TraveUvng becomes 
Animal TranqvdlHty and Decay, a Sketch, In place of the 
Advertisement of 1798 there appears the famous Preface in 
which Wordsworth defends his choice of diction and subjects. 

On this edition generally, and more especially on vol. ii., 
the reader should consult Mr. W. Hale White's Monograph 
on The Longman MSS. of Wordsworth and Coleridge, imd 
two letters, respectively headed The Lyrical Ballads of 1800 
(J. D. C.) and The Text of Wordsvxyrth (T. H.), printed in 
the Athenceum, Nov. 22, 1890, and July 4, 1896. 

In January 1802 James Humphreys published a reprint of 
the Lyrical Ballads at Phihidelphia, U.S. Of this, voL ii. 
is simply a reprint of the London voL ii., ed. 1800, while 
voL L ' is made up by adding to the text of the 1798 volume 
the poem Love and the Preface and other preliminary matter 
of ed. 1800.' (James Dykes Campbell in the Athenmim, 
Feb. 17, 1894, p. 213.) 

e 
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(3) 

Lyrical Ballads, | with | Pastoral | And Other | Poems,! 
In Two Volumes. | By W. Wordsworth. | Quam nilul ad 
genium,Papmiane, tuum! | Vol.!. | Third Edition. | London :| 
Printed for T. N. Longman and O. Rees, Paternoster-Bow, | 
By Biggs and Cottle, Crane-Court, Fleet Street. | 1802. 
(8vo. Paper boards.) 

[The title of vol. ii. is identical, save that instead of ' VoL i. 
Third Edition,* there appears 'Vol. ii. Second Edition.^ 

Collation, — Title, Contents, 2 leaves; Pref(Uie, pp. i-lxiy; 
Half-title : Lyrical Ballads, | with | Pastoral i and | Other 
Poems. I Pectus enim id est quod disertos f acit, et vis mentis ; 
ideoque imperitis quoquo [»ic\ si modo sint aliquo affectu 
ooncitati, verba non desunt, 1 leaf ; Poems, pp. 1-200 ; Notes, 4 
pages, unnumbered. 

[Vol. ii. : Title, Contents, 2 leaves ; Poems, pp. 1-236 ; 
Appendix on Poetic Diction, pp. 237-247 ; Notes, pp. 249, 260.] 

In vol. i. The Thorn and The Female Vagra/nt appear with 
half-titles, as well as The Ancient Mo/riner and The Idiot 
Boy. The Complaint of a Forsaken Indicm Womam, Lines 
written when sailing ^ etc., and Lines written nea/r Richmond 
{Bemembrtmce of CoUinSy written upon the Thames nea/r 
Richmond^ edd. 1802, 1805) were transferred to vol. ii, to 
make room for the expanded Preface, Coleridge's Dungeon 
and "Wordsworth's A Cha/racter (vol. ii.) were now omitted. 
The order varies from that of 1800, and there are many 
textual changes. The motto on the half-title is from 
Quintilian, Institutiones, x. vii. 15. Wordsworth quotes it in 
the course of the letter which he sent along with a copy of 
ed. 1800 to Charles Fox in January 1801. The Argument of 
the Ancient Mariner disappears. 

(4) 
Lyrical Ballads, | with | Pastoral i And Other | Poems, i In 
Two Volumes. | By W. Wordsworth. | Quam nihil ad genium, 
Papmiane, tuum ! | Vol. I. [Vol. II.] | Fourth Edition. | 
London : | Printed for Longman, Hurst, Bees and Orme, | 
By R. Taylor and Co. 38, Shoe-Lane. 1 1805. (l2mo. Paper 
boards.) 
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Coaation,—Y6L L: Title, Oonte&ts, 2 leayes; Preface, 
pp. i-bdv ; Half-title (same as in ed. 1808; bat with 'quoque' 
oorrectly), 1 letl; Fbems, {^ 1-800; Notes, 4 pages, un- 
numbered. 

[VoL iL: Title, Oontents, 2 leaves; Poems, {^ 1-236; 
^pendix, {^ 237-217 ; Notes, p. 1M8.] 

Gontents and order idoitical in both volumes with those of 
ed. 1802 ; s(Hne few textual changes. 

No editcHT so far has ascertained the source of the motto <xi 
the title-pages of Lyrical BaOads, edd. 1800-1805, which 
Wordsworth, in a note dated August 16, 1800, forwarded to 
the printer. Coleridge reiterates Wordsworth's directions at 
the bottom of the page, adding, 'Be careful to print the 
motto accurately.' He then repeats it. Coleridge found the 
line in Anderson's Briiitk PoeU, voL iiL p. 238, where it 
occurs in the foreword From, ike Author [Selden] of ike 
lUtutraUont prefixed to Drayton's Polj^oOnon, * Quam nihil,' 
et&, has a hidden significance which is highly diverting. 
Papinianut — ^the name was that of a renowned Roman 
lawyer of the third century — is no other than that 'Coun- 
sellor keen,' Sir James Mackintosh, for whom Coleridge 
nursed a ludicrously vehement antipathy dating, according 
to Dan. Stuart, from the day idien, during a philosophical 
96ance at Cote House (the residence of John Wedgwood), 
Mackintosh had, in the presence of the poet's patrons, hurly 
worsted him in argument and driven him from the room. 
' How absolutely not after your liking, O learned jurist ! ' It 
was a polite way of saying, ' Sus, apage ! Hand tibi spiro.' 
Indeed, Mackintosh came under the fourfold ban of the 
Poe^s Epitaph: he was at once a statist, a lawyer, a 
phydeian, and a moralist. — Longman MSS,, p. 13. 

(5) 
[First Reprint of Lyrical BaOaeU, 1798.] 

Lyrical Ballads | Reprinted from the First | Edition of 1798| 
Edited by | Edward Dowden, LL.D. | Professor of English 
Literature in the | University of Dublin | London | Published 
by David Nutt in the Strand | 1890. (8vo. Half -bound in 
parchment : paper sides.) 
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OoUation. — Half-title, Title (Imprint on yerso: Chiswiek 
Press; — O. Whittingham and Co., Tooks Court, Chancery 
Lane), and Preface, pp. xv; Reprint (facsimile) of Lyrieal 
BaUads, ed. 1798 — Title, Advertisement^ pp. i. -v. ; Contents, 
1 page; Half-title: The Bime, etc. (page 1); ArffwnerU 
(page 3); Poems, pp. 5-210; Errata, 1 page, mmmnbered; 
Editor's Notes, pp. 213-227 ; Advertisements : Books pnblished 
by David Nutt, pp. 1-10. David Nutt, 270 Strand, W.C. 

This beautiful book is a page-for-page and line-for-line 
reprint in old-faced type. It passed into a second edition in 
1891. Professor Dowden's Introduction assigns the Lyrieal 
Ballads their place in the literary movement of the time. 
The notes briefly describe the circumstances which gave rise 
to the several poems, and the more important changes of 
text. There was a large-paper issue of 60 copies. 
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A FEW OTHER POEMS 



1798 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It is the honourable characteristic of Poetry that 
its materials are to be found in every subject 
which can interest the human mind. The evi- 
dence of this fact is to be sought^ not in the 
writings of Critics^ but in those of Poets them- 
selves. 

The majority of the following poems are to be 
considered as experiments. X^ey were written 
chiefly with a view to ascertain how far the lan- 
guage of conversation in the middle and lower 
classes of society is adapted to the purposes of 
poetic pleasure. Readers accustomed to the 
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gaudiness and inane phraseology of many modem 
writers^ if they persist in reading this book to 
its conclusion^ will perhaps frequently have to 
struggle with feelings of strangeness and auk- 
wardness : they will look round for poetry^ and 
will be induced to enquire by what species of 
courtesy these attempts can be permitted to 
assume that title. It is desirable that such 
readers^ for their own sakes, should not suffer 
the solitary word Poetry, a word of very disputed 
meaning, to stand in the way of their gratifica- 
tion ; but that, while they are perusing this 
book, they should ask themselves if it contains 
a natural delineation of human passions, human 
characters, and human incidents; and if the 
answer be favourable to the author's wishes, 
that they should consent to be pleased in spite 
of that most dreadful enemy to our pleasures, 
our own pre-established codes of decision. 



Readers of sapoior judgment may disapprove 
of the style in which many of these pieces are 
executed; it must be expected that many lines 
and phrases will not exactly suit their taste. It 
will perhaps appear to them^ that wishing to 
avoid the prevalent fault of the day, the author 
has sometimes descended too low, and that 
many of his expressions are too familiar, and 
not of sufficient dignity. It is apprehended 
that the more conversant the reader is with 
our elder writers, and with those in modem 
times who have been the most successful in 
painting manners and passions, the fewer com- 
plaints of this kind will he have to make. 

An accurate taste in poetry, and in all the other 
arts, Sir Joshua Reynolds has observed, is an 
acquired talent, which can only be produced by 
severe thought, and a long continued intercourse 
with the best models of composition. This is 
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mentioned not with so ridiculous a purpose 
as to prevent the most inexperienced reader 
from judging for himself; but merely to temper 
the rashness of decision^ and to suggest that if 
poetry be a subject on which much time has not 
been bestowed^ the judgment may be erroneous^ 
and that in many cases it necessarily will be so. 

The tale of Goody Blake and Harry Gill is 
founded on a well -authenticated fact which 
happened in Warwickshire. Of the other poems 
in the collection^ it may be proper to say that 
they are either absolute inventions of the author^ 
or facts which took place within his personal 
observation or that of his friends. The poem 
of the Thom^ as the reader will soon discover^ 
is not supposed to be spoken in the author's own 
person : the character of the loquacious narrator 
will sufficiently show itself in the course of the 
story. The Rime of the Ancyent Marinere was 
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professedly written in imitation of the ^yle, as 
well as of the spirit of the elder poets ; but with 
a few exceptions, the Author believes that the 
language adopted in it has been equally in- 
telligible for these three last centuries. The 
lines entitled Expostulation and Reply, and 
those which follow, arose out of conversation 
with a friend who was somewhat unreasonably 
attached to modem books of moral philosophy. 



THE RIME OF 
THE ANCYENT MARINERE, 

IN SEVEN PAETS. 



ARGUMENT. 

"Row a Ship having passed the Line was driven by Storms to 
the cold Country towards the South Pole; and how from 
thenoe she made her course to the tropical Latitude of the 
Great Pacific Ocean ; and of the strange things that befell ; 
and in what manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his 
own Country. 

1 

It is an ancyent Marinere, 

And he stoppeth one of three : 
' By thy long grey beard and thy glittering eye 

' Now wherefore stoppest me ? 

*The Bridegroom's doors are open d wide 5 

' And I am next of kin ; 

* The Guests are met, the Feast is set, — 

' May'st hear the merry din/ 

But still he holds the wedding-guest — 

There was a Ship, quoth he — lo 

* Nay, if thou 'st got a laughsome tale, 

' Marinere ! come with me/ 
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He holds him with his skinny hand^ 
Quoth he, there was a Ship — 
IS ' Now get thee hence, thou grey-beard Loon ! 
' Or my Staff shall make thee skip.* 

He holds him with his glittering eye — 

The wedding-guest stood still 
And listens like a three year's child ; 
20 The Marinere hath his will. 

The wedding-guest sate on a stone. 

He cannot chuse but hear : 
And thus spake on that ancyent man. 

The bright-eyed Marinere. 

25 The Ship was cheer'd, the Harbour cleared — 
Merrily did we drop 
Below the Kirk, below the Hill, 
Below the Light-house top. 

The Sun came up upon the left, 
30 Out of the Sea came he : 

And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into the Sea. 

Higher and higher every day. 
Till over the mast at noon — 
35 The wedding-guest here beat his breast. 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 
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The Bride hath pac'd into the Hall, 

Red as a rose is she ; 
Nodding their heads before her goes 

The merry Minstralsy 40 

The wedding-guest he beat his breast^ 

Yet he cannot chuse but hear : 
And thus spake on that ancyent Man, 

The bright-eyed Marinere. 

Listen, Stranger ! Storm and Wind, 45 

A Wind and Tempest strong ! 
For days and weeks it play'd us freaks — 

Like Chaff we drove along. 

Listen, Stranger ! Mist and Snow, 

And it grew wond*rous cauld : 50 

And Ice mast-high came floating by 

As green as Emerauld. 

And thro' the drifts the snowy clifts 

Did send a dismal sheen ; 
Ne shapes of men ne beasts we ken — 55 

The Ice was all between. 

The Ice was here, the Ice was there. 

The Ice was all around : 
It crack'd and growl' d, and roar'd and howl'd — 

Like noises of a swound. 60 
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At length did cross an Albatross^ 

Thorough the Fog it came ; 
And an it were a Christian Soul^ 

We hail'd it in God's name. 

65 The Marineres gave it biscuit-worms. 
And round and round it flew : 
The Ice did split with a Thunder-fit ; 
The Helmsman steer d us thro'. 

And a good south wind sprung up behind^ 
70 The Albatross did follow ; 

And every day for food or play 
Came to the Marine re's hollo ! 

In mist or cloud on mast or shroud 
It perch'd for vespers nine, 
75 Whiles all the night thro' fog-smoke white 
Glimmer'd the white moon-shine. 

' God save thee, ancyent Marinere ! 

' From the fiends that plague thee thus — 
' Why look' St thou so ? ' — with my cross-bow 
80 I shot the Albatross. 



II 

The sun came up upon the right. 
Out of the Sea came he ; 

And broad as a weft upon the left 
Went down into the Sea. 
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And the good south wind still blew behind^ 85 

But no sweet Kid did follow 
Ne any day for food or play 

Came to the Marinere's hollo ! 

And I had done an hellish thing 

And it would work 'em woe : 90 

For aU averr'd, I had kiUd the Bird 

That made the Breexe to blow. 

Ne dim ne red, like God's own head. 

The glorious Sun uprist : 
Then aU averr'd, I had kiU'd the Bird 95 

That brought the fog and mist. 
'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay 

That bring the fog and mist. 

The breezes blew, the white foam flew. 
The furrow follow' d free : loo 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent Sea. 

Down dropt the breeze, the Sails dropt down. 

'Twas sad as sad could be 
And we did speak only to break 105 

The silence of the Sea. 

All in a hot and copper sky 

The bloody sun at noon, 
Right up above the mast did stand, 

No bigger than the moon. no 
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Day after day, day after day, 
We stuck, ne breath ne motion. 

As idle as a painted Ship 
Upon a painted Ocean. 

11$ Water, water, every where 

And all the boards did shrink ; 
Water, water, every where, 
Ne any drop to drink. 

The very deeps did rot : O Christ ! 
I20 That ever this should be ! 

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
Upon the slimy Sea. 

About, about, in reel and rout 
The Death-fires danc'd at night ; 
125 The water, like a witch's oils. 

Burnt green and blue and white. 

And some in dreams assured were 

Of the Spirit that plagued us so : 
Nine fathom deep he had follow'd us 
130 From the Land of Mist and Snow. 

And every tongue thro' utter drouth 
Was wither'd at the root ; 

We could not speak no more than if 
We had been choked with soot. 



7 

Ah w«^^.daj ! wbat e^ Um^ VtS 

HmI I firom iM. and joaDg: 
Iiwtfad of the Cross the Albatxoss 

About mj neck w;u hun^. 

Ill 

I saw a something in the Skv 

No big^r than my fist ; i^ 

At first it seem'd a little speck 

And then it seem'd a mist : 
It mov'd and moy'd, and took at last 

A certain shape, I wist. 

A speck^ a mist, a shape, I wist ! 145 

And still it nerd and nerd ; 
And, an it dodg'd a water-sprite, 

It plong'd and tack'd and veer'd. 

With throat unslack'd, with black lips bak'd 
Ne could we laugh, ne wail : 150 

Then while thro' drouth all dumb they stood 

I bit my arm and suck'd the blood 
And cry'd, A sail ! a sail ! 

With throat unslack'd, with black lips bak'd 

Agape they hear d me call : 155 

Gramercy ! they for joy did grin 
And all at once their breath drew in 
As they were drinking all. 
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She doth not tack from side to side — 
i6o Hither to work us weal 

Withouten wind, withouten tide 
She steddies with upright keel. 

The western wave was all a flame. 
The day was well nigh done ! 
165 Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad bright Sun ; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 

And strait the Sun was fleck' d with bars 
170 (Heaven's mother send us grace) 
As if thro* a dungeon grate he peer'd 
With broad and burning face. 

Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she neres and neres ! 
175 Are those her Sails that glance in the Sun 
Like restless gossameres } 

Are those her naked ribs, which fleck'd 
The sun that did behind them peer ? 
And are those two all, all the crew, 
180 That woman and her fleshless Pheere } 

His bones were black with many a crack, 

All black and bare, I ween ; 
Jet-black and bare, save where with rust 
Of mouldy damps and chamel crust 
185 They 're patch'd with purple and green. 
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Her lips are red, her looks are free. 

Her locks are yellow as gold : 
Her skin is as white as leprosy. 
And she is far liker Death than he ; 

Her flesh makes the still air cold. 190 

The naked Hulk alongside came 
And the Twain were playing dice ; 

' The Game is done ! I * ve won, I 've won ! ' 
Quoth she, and whistled thrice. 

A gust of wind sterte up behind 195 

And whistled thro' his bones ; 
Thro' the holes of his eyes and the hole of 
his mouth 

Half-whistles and half-groans. 

With never a whisper in the Sea 

Off darts the Spectre-ship ; 200 

While clombe above the Eastern bar 
The homed Moon, with one bright Star 

Almost atween the tips. 

One after one by the horned Moon 

(Listen, O Stranger ! to me) 205 

Each turn'd his face with a ghastly pang 
And curs'd me with his ee. 

Four times fifty living men. 

With never a sigh or groan. 
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump 210 

They dropp'd down one by one. 
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Their souls did from their bodies fly^ 

They fled to bliss or woe ; 
And every soul it pass'd me by, 
215 Like the whiz of my Cross-bow. 



IV 

* I fear thee, ancyent Marinere ! 

' I fear thy skinny hand ; 
^ And thou art long and lank and brown 

* As is the ribb'd Sea-sand. 

220 ^ I fear thee and thy glittering eye 

' And thy skinny hand so brown ' — 
Fear not, fear not, thou wedding guest ! 
This body dropt not down. 

Alone, alone, all all alone 
225 Alone on the wide wide Sea ; 

And Christ would take no pity on 
My soul in agony. 

The many men so beautiful. 
And they all dead did lie ! 
230 And a million million slimy things 
Liv'd on — and so did I. 

I look'd upon the rotting Sea, 

And drew my eyes away ; 
I look'd upon the eldritch deck, 
23s And there the dead men lay. 
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I IcK^'d to Hearen,. and tiy*d to pnv : 

Bat or erer a pnTcr hud gosht, 
A wicked niiisper came and made 

My heart as diy as dust. 

I clos'd mj lids and kept them close, 340 

nil the balls like pulses beat ; 
For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the skv 
Lay like a load on my weary eye. 

And the dead were at mv feet. 

m 

The cold sweat melted from their limbs, ^5 

Ne rot, ne reek did they ; 
The look with which thev look'd on me. 

m 

Had never pass'd away. 

An orphan's cmrse would drag to Hell 

A spirit from on high : 350 

But O ! more horrible than that 
Is the curse in a dead man's eye ! 

Seven days, seven nights I saw that curse. 
And yet I could not die. 

The moving Moon went up the sky 355 

And no where did abide : 
Softly she was going up 

And a star or two beside — 

Her beams bemock'd the sultry main 

Like morning frosts yspread ; 360 

But where the ship's huge shadow lay, 

The charmed water burnt alway 
A still and awful red. 
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Beyond the shadow of the ship 
265 I watch'd the water-snakes : 

They mov'd in tracks of shining white ; 
And when they rear'd, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship 
270 I watch'd their rich attire : 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet hlack 
They coil'd and swam ; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 

O happy living things ! no tongue 
275 Their beauty might declare : 

A spring of love gusht from my heart, 

And I bless'd them unaware ! 
Sure my kind saint took pity on me. 

And I bless' d them unaware. 

280 The self-same moment I could pray ; 
And from my neck so free 
The Albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea. 



O sleep, it is a gentle thing 
285 Belov'd from pole to pole ! 

To Mary-queen the praise be yeven 
She sent the gentle sleep from heaven 
That slid into my soul. 
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The silly backets on the deck 

That had so long remain'd, 290 

I dreamt that they were fill'd with dew 

And when I awoke it rain'd. 

My lips were wet, my throat was cold. 

My garments all were dank ; 
Sure I had dranken in my dreams 295 

And still my body drank. 

I mov'd and could not feel my limbs, 

I was so light, almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep. 

And was a blessed Ghost. 300 

The roaring wind ! it roar d far off. 

It did not come anear ; 
But with its sound it shook the sails 

That were so thin and sere. 

The upper air bursts into life, 305 

And a hundred fire-flags sheen 
To and fro they are hurried about ; 
And to and fro, and in and out 

The stars dance on between. 

The coming wind doth roar more loud ; 310 

The sails do sigh, like sedge : 
The rain pours down from one black cloud 

And the Moon is at its edge. 
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Hark ! hark ! the thick black cloud is cleft^ 
315 And the Moon is at its side : 

Like waters shot from some high crag^ 
The lightning falls with never a jag 
A river steep and wide. 

The strong wind reach'd the ship : it roar'd 
320 And dropped down^ like a stone ! 
Beneath the lightning and the moon 
The dead men gave a groan. 

They groan'd, they stirr'd, they all uprose, 
Ne spake, ne mov'd their eyes : 
325 It had been strange, even in a dream 
To have seen those dead men rise. 

The helmsman steerd, the ship mov'd on ; 

Yet never a breeze up-blew ; 
The Marineres all 'gan work the ropes, 
330 Where they were wont to do : 

They rais'd their limbs like lifeless tools — 

We were a ghastly crew. 

The body of my brother s son 

Stood by me knee to knee : 
335 The body and I pulFd at one rope. 

But he said nought to me — 
And I quak'd to think of my own voice 

How frightful it would be ! 
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the Lirrvvk :s::ii : 
Sometimes all lirtle biTvis th^t *Tt^ 
How they seem'd to £11 the sca aiuI Air ;t\N^ 

With their sweet jaur^^ninii:. 

And now 'twas like all instruments. 

Now like a lonelv flute : 
And now it is an angel's song 

That makes the heavens be unite, i-x-i 

It ceas'd : yet still the s^iils nuule on 

A pleasant noise till noon, 
A noise hke of a hidden brook 

In the leafy month of June, 
That to the sleeping woods all nigh I ^ni 

Singeth a quiet tune. 

Listen^ O listen^ thou Wedding -giirAl ! 

'Marinere ! thou hast thy will : 
'Forthat^whicheomcHoutorthinfTryr.dotli ntnUt^ 

'My body and soul to bf; Htill.' ^tr. 
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Never sadder tale was told 
To a man of woman bom : 

Sadder and wiser thou wedding-guest ! 
Thou 'It rise to morrow mom. 

370 Never sadder tale was heard 
By a man of woman bom : 
The Marineres all returned to work 
As silent as befome. 

The Marineres all 'gan pull the ropes, 
375 But look at me they n'old : 

Thought I, I am as thin as air — 
They cannot me behold. 

Till noon we silently sail'd on 
Yet never a breeze did breathe : 
380 Slowly and smoothly went the ship 
Mov'd onward from beneath. 

Under the keel nine fathom deep 
From the land of mist and snow 

The spirit slid : and it was He 
38s That made the Ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off their tune 
And the Ship stood still also. 

The sun right up above the mast 
Had fix'd her to the ocean : 
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*The spirit who *l»deth by hiuvself 

' In the land of ini^t and snow. 
' He lov'd the bird that lov\i the luau 

'Who shot him with his Ih»v/ o»» 

The other was a softer voioCi 

As soft as honey-dew : 
Quoth he the man hath priimicr iluiMt, 

And penance more will do. 

u 
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VI 



FIRST VOICE. ' 



415 ^ But tell me^ tell me ! speak again^ 
' Thy soft response renewing — 
^ What makes that ship drive on so fast ? 
* What is the Ocean doing ? ' 



SECOND VOICE. 

' Still as a Slave before his Lord^ 
420 ' The Ocean hath no blast : 

' His great bright eye most silently 
* Up to the moon is cast — 

' If he may know which way to go, 
' For she guides him smooth or grim. 
425 * See, brother, see ! how graciously 
^ She looketh down on him.' 



FIRST VOICE. 

' But why drives on that ship so fast 
' Withouten wave or wind } ' 



SECOND VOICE. 

* The air is cut away before, 
430 ' And closes from behind. 
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Dotfa walk in fear and dread. 
And having onee tszn'd roond^ walks on 

And turns no mcxe his head: 
Beeanae he know^ a fiightfol fiend 

Doth dofie behind him tread. 
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But soon there breath'd a wind on me^ 

Ne sound ne motion made : 
Its path was not upon the sea 
460 In ripple or in shade. 

It rais'd my hair, it fann'd my cheek, 
Like a meadow-gale of spring — 

It mingled strangely with my fears, 
Yet it felt like a welcoming. 

465 Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 
Yet she sail'd softly too : 
Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze — 
On me alone it blew. 

O dream of joy ! is this indeed 
470 The light-house top I see } 

Is this the Hill > Is this the Kirk ? 
Is this mine own countr6e } 

We drifted o'er the Harbour-bar, 
And I with sobs did pray— 
475 ' O let me be awake, my God ! 
' Or let me sleep alway ! ' 

The harbour-bay was clear as glass, 

So smoothly it was strewn ! 
And on the bay the moon light lay, 
480 And the shadow of the moon. 
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I tam^d XDT bead m fear and drad. 

And br die ho^ rood, ,foo 

The bodies bad ad^iuic'd, and now 
Before the mast ther stood. 

Ther lifted op their stiff right arms, 
Ther held them strait and tight ; 

And eadi right-arm burnt like a torch, 405 
A torch that 's borne upright 

Their stony eye-balls glitter'd on 
In the red and smoky light. 

I pray'd and tum'd my head away 

Forth looking as before. $oci 

There was no breeze upon the bay, 
No wave against the shore. 

The rock shone bright^ the kirk no lets 

That stands above the rock : 
The moonlight steep'd in silentness 105 

The steady weathercock. 
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And the bay was white with silent lights 

Till rising from the same 
Full many shapes^ that shadows were^ 
510 In crimson colours came. 

A little distance from the prow 
Those crimson shadows were : 

I tum'd my eyes upon the deck — 
O Christ ! what saw I there ? 



515 Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat ; 
And by the Holy rood 
A man all lights a seraph-man^ 
On every corse there stood. 

This seraph-band, each wav'd his hand : 
520 It was a heavenly sight : 

They stood as signals to the land. 
Each one a lovely light : 

This seraph-band, each wav'd his hand, 
No voice did they impart — 
525 No voice ; but O ! the silence sank. 
Like music on my heart. 

Eftsones I heard the dash of oars, 

I heard the pilot's cheer : 
My head was tum'd perforce away 
530 And I saw a boat appear. 
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Then vanish'd all the lovely lights ; 

The bodies rose anew : 
With silent pace^ each to his place^ 

Came back the ghastly crew. 
The wind^ that shade nor motion made^ 535 

On me alone it blew. 

The pilots and the pilot's boy 

I heard them coming fast : 
Dear Lord in Heaven ! it was a joy, 

The dead men could not blast. £40 

I saw a third — I heard his voice : 

It is the Hermit good ! 
He singeth loud his godly h3rmns 

That he makes in the wood. 
He 11 shrieve my soul, he '11 wash away 545 

The Albatross's blood. 

VII 

This Hermit good lives in that wood 

Which slopes down to the Sea. 
How loudly his sweet voice he rears ! 
He loves to talk with Marineres 550 

That come from a far Contr^e. 

He kneels at morn and noon and eve — 

He hath a cushion plump : 
It is the moss, that wholly hides 

The rotted old Oak-stump. 555 
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The Skiff-boat nerd : I heard them talk, 

^ Why, this is strange, I trow ! 
^ Where are those lights so many and fair 

^ That signal made but now ? * 

560 ' Strange, by my faith ! ' the Hermit said — 
* And they answer d not our cheer. 
' The planks look warp'd, and see those sails 

' How thin they are and sere ! 
* I never saw aught like to them 
565 ' Unless perchance it were 

' The skeletons of leaves that lag 

' My forest brook along : 
' When the Ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 
' And the Owlet whoops to the wolf below 
570 * That eats the she-wolfs young/ 

' Dear Lord ! it has a fiendish look ' — 

(The Pilot made reply) 
' I am a-fear'd/ — ' Push on, push on ! ' 

Said the Hermit cheerily. 

575 The Boat came closer to the Ship, 
But I ne spake ne stirr'd ! 
The Boat came close beneath the Ship, 
And strait a sound was heard ! 

Under the water it rumbled on, 
580 Still louder and more dread : 

It reach'd the Ship, it split the bay ; 
The Ship went down like lead. 
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Stmm'd by that load and dreadlul sounds 

Which skj and oceftn smote : 
Like one that hath been seven davs drowned 585 

My body lay afloat : 
But, swift as dreams, myself I found 

Within the Pilot's boat. 

Upon the whirl, where sank the Ship, 

The boat spun round and round : sgo 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

I mov'd my lips : the Pilot shriek' d 

And fell down in a fit. 
The Holy Hermit rais'd his eyes s^$ 

And pray*d where he did sit. 

I took the oars : the Pilot's boy. 

Who now doth crazy go, 
Laugh'd loud and long, and all the while 

His eyes went to and fro, 600 

' Ha ! ha ! ' quoth he — ' full plain I see, 

'The devil knows how to row.' 

And now all in mine own Countr^e 

I stood on the Brm land ! 
The Hermit stepp'd forth from the boat, 605 

And scarcely he could stand. 

' O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy Man I ' 

The Hermit cross'd his brow — 
' Say quick,' quoth be, ' I bid thee »ay 

' What manner man art thou ? ' 610 
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Forthwith this frame of mine was wrench'd 

With a woeful agony, 
Which forc'd me to begin my tale 

And then it left me free. 

615 Since then at an uncertain hour^ 
Now ofttimes and now fewer. 
That anguish comes and makes me tell 
My ghastly aventure. 

I pass^ like night, from land to land ; 
620 I have strange power of speech ; 
The moment that his face I see 
I know the man that must hear me ; 
To him my tale I teach. 

What loud uproar bursts from that door ! 
625 The Wedding-guests are there ; 
But in the Garden-bower the Bride 

And Bride-maids singing are : 

And hark the little Vesper-bell 

Which biddeth me to prayer. 

630 O Wedding-guest ! this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide wide sea : 
So lonely 'twas, that God himself 
Scarce seemed there to be. 

O sweeter than the Marriage-feast, 
63s 'Tis sweeter far to me 

To walk together to the Kirk 
With a goodly company. 



THE ANCTENT MARINERfi 37 

To walk together to the Kirk 

And all together pray, 
While each to his great Father bends, 640 
Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 

And Youths, and Maidens gay. 

Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell 

To thee, thou wedding-guest ! 
He prayeth well who loveth well 645 

Both man and bird and beast 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small : 

For the dear God, who loveth us. 

He made and loveth all. 650 

The Marinere, whose eye is bright. 

Whose beard with age is hoar, 
Is gone ; and now the wedding-guest 

Tum'd from the bridegroom's door. 

He went, like one that hath been stunn'd 655 

And is of sense forlorn : 
A sadder and a wiser man 

He rose the morrow mom. 
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THE 

FOSTER-MOTHER'S TALE, 

A DRAMATIC FRAGMENT. 



FOSTER-MOTHER. 

I NEVER saw the man whom you describe. 

MARIA. 

*Tis strange ! he spake of you familiarly 

As mine and Albert's common Foster-mother. 

FOSTER-MOTHER. 

Now blessings on the man^ whoe'er he be, 
5 That joined your names with mine ! O my sweet 
lady. 
As often as I think of those dear times 
When you two little ones would stand at eve 
On each side of my chair, and make me learn 
All you had learnt in the day ; and how to talk 
10 In gentle phrase, then bid me sing to you — 
'Tis more Uke heaven to come than what has been. 

MARIA. 

O my dear Mother ! this strange man has left me 
Troubled with wilder fancies, than the moon 
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Breeds in the love-sick maid who gaies at it, 
Till lost in inward vision, with wet eye 15 

She gazes idly ! — But that entrance, Mother ! 

FOSTER-MOTHER. 

Can no one hear ? It is a perilous tale ! 

MARIA. 

No one. 

FOSTER-MOTHER. 

My husband's father told it me. 
Poor old Leoni ! — Angels rest his soul ! 
He was a woodman^ and could fell and saw 20 
With lusty arm. You know that huge round 

beam 
Which props the hanging wall of the old chapel } 
Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree, 
He found a baby wrapt in mosses, lined 
With thistle-beards, and such small locks of wool 25 
As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him 

home. 
And reared him at the then Lord Velez' cost. 
And so the babe grew up a pretty boy, 
A pretty boy, but most unteachable — 
And never learnt a prayer, nor told a bead, 30 
But knew the names of birds, and mocked their 

notes, 
And whistled, as he were a bird himself : 
And all the autumn 'tsvas his only play 



30 LYRICAL BALLADS 

To get the seeds of wild flowers^ and to plant 

them 
35 With earth and water, on the stumps of trees. 
A Friar, who gathered simples in the wood, 
A grey-haired man — he loved this little boy. 
The boy loved him — and, when the Friar taught 

him. 
He soon could write with the pen : and from that 

time, 
40 Lived chiefly at the Convent or the Castle. 
So he became a very learned youth. 
But Oh ! poor wretch ! — ^he read, and read, and 

read, 
'Till his brain turned — and ere his twentieth year. 
He had unlawful thoughts of many things : 
45 And though he prayed, he never loved to pray 
With holy men, nor in a holy place — 
But yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet. 
The late Lord Velez ne'er was wearied with him. 
And once, as by the north side of the Chapel 
50 They stood together, chained in deep discourse. 
The earth heaved under them with such a groan. 
That the wall tottered, and had well-nigh fallen 
Right on their heads. My Lord was sorely 

frightened ; 
A fever seized him, and he made confession 
55 Of all the heretical and lawless talk 

Which brought this judgment : so the youth was 

seized 
And cast into that hole. My husband's father 
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Sobbed like a child — ^it almost broke his heart : 

And once as he was working in the cellar^ 

He heard a voice distinctly ; 'twas the youth's, 60 

Who sung a doleful song about green fields. 

How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah, 

To hunt for food, and be a naked man. 

And wander up and down at liberty. 

He always doted on the youth, and now 65 

His love grew desperate ; and defying death. 

He made that cunning entrance I described : 

And the young man escaped. 

MARIA. 

'Tis a sweet tale : 
Such as would lull a listening child to sleep. 
His rosy face besoiled with unwiped tears. — 70 
And what became of him ? 

FOSTER-MOTHER. 

He went on ship-board 
With those bold voyagers, who made discovery 
Of golden lands. Leoni's younger brother 
Went likewise, and when he returned to Spain, 
He told Leoni, that the poor mad youth, 75 

Soon after they arrived in that new world. 
In spite of his dissuasion, seized a boat, 
And all alone, set sail by silent moonlight 
Up a great river, great as any sea. 
And ne'er was heard of more : but 'tis supposed, 80 
He lived and died among the savage men. 
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LINES 

LEFT UPON A SEAT IN 

A YEW-TREE 

WHICH STANDS NEAR THE LAKE OF ESTHWAITE, 
^ ON A DESOLATE PART OF THE SHORE, 

YET COMMANDING A BEAUTIFUL PROSPECT. 



r 



— Nay, Traveller! rest. This lonely yew-tree 
stands 

Far from all human dwelling : what if here 

No sparkling rivulet spread the verdant herb ; 

What if these barren boughs the bee not loves ;* 
5 Yet, if the wind breathe soft, the curling waves, 
J That break against the shore, shall lull thy mind 

By one soft impulse saved from vacancy. 

Who he was 



: That piled these stones, and with the mossy sod 
|o First covered o'er, and taught this aged tree, 
Now wild, to bend its arras in circling shade, 
I well remember. — He was one who own'd 
"'No common soul. In youth, by genius nurs'd. 
And big with lofty views, he to the world 



Ej 



LINE* Ol^ X TEW-TKEE ^ 

Wcsdt fiirt^. pi]]3& in his heart, agmnst t^ taint 
Of diasoliite tangoes, 'gsim^ jealoii^, and hoi^ 
AnEi seoEii^. ag|8HT7ff^ ail on*»TTn> » prgpare dy 
AH but wjfgjJMj: : and so, his spirit damped 
At QBe&y with, cash, fiiHrfain he turned away,. 
Ajsd with: the j&iod af pride sufitained his soul as 
Lx aQfitipfe.. — Stranger ! these giaamy bcmghs 
Had gftarms &r him ; and here he loved to ast^ 
His only visitants a draggling sheep, 
Tftie ^am&-ehat, or the glanring sondr-pip^; 
And on these barren mcks, with, junrp^ 35 

Aisd &eatft^ and dii^de, thinly sprinkled d'or,^ 
Fcxnig his dawnward ^e, he many an hour 
A morbid pleasure nourished, tracing here 
Am wvnblem af his awn nnfrnitfid HSr: : 
Ami li&ing op his head, he then wooid gaze jcr 

Obi the more (^i^ant scene ; how^ lovely ' tis 
T&am 9es^ and he would gaze till it becsmis 
TaBF Eavelira^ and his heart annhi not fflsban 
Tbe beauty !^1I more beauteoua !$or, th^ time,, 
WmsM. he ^irget tiiose heingsF, to whose rninrfs, ^ 
Wisnn &nm: the Labours of benevoience,. 
Tbe wmdd, and man himself^ ^zppeared a ^nme 
Of Mnxfeed loveliness: then he would «4a& ^ 
WEfcfti moumfiil joy,, to think that nthecs feit 
What he mu^ ne^mr f^iel : ^md «t,- Ixodl mim. ! ^a 

tt» viathnary ^iewa would ^vcur^ io&stir 
XHII his ^&t 'ite&aa&t wiiiL tssaxa,. M. this (£csp) 
wi£e 

(fied,; thist i&tc his only monmnoit:. 

ft- 
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If thou be one whose heart the holy forms 

45 Of young imagination have kept pure^ 

Stranger! henceforth be warned; and know^ 

that pride^ 
Howe'er disguised in its own majesty. 
Is littleness ; that he, who feels contempt 
For any living thing, hath faculties 

so Which he has never used ; that thought with 
him 
Is in its infancy. The man^jgdisseeye 
Is eveyjoa himselfj domlook on on e, 
TheTeast-X)f na ture's w orks, one who might move 
The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds 

SS Unlawful, ever. O, be wiser thou ! 

Instructed that true4tnQwledg€Ll£ads~tQ Jove, 
True dignity abides with him alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought. 
Can still suspect, and still revere himself, 

60 In lowliness of heart. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE; '^ 

A CONVEESATIONAL POEM, WRITTEN IN AFBIL, 

1798. 



No cloudy no relique of the sunken day 

Distinguishes the West^ no long thin slip 

Of sullen Lights no obscure trembling hues. 

Come, we will rest on this old mossy Bridge ! 

You see the glimmer of the stream beneath, 5 

But hear no murmuring : it flows silently 

O'er its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 

A balmy night ! and tho' the stars be dim, 

Yet let us think upon the vernal showers 

That gladden the green earth, and we shall find 10 

A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 

And hark ! the Nightingale begins its song, 

^ Most musical, most melancholy ' * Bird ! 

A melancholy Bird } O idle thought ! 

In nature there is nothing melancholy. 15 

* *Most musical, most m£la/ncholy.' This passage in 
Milton possesses an excellence far superior to that of mere 
description : it is spoken in the character of the melanoholj 
Man, and has therefore a dramatic propriety. The Author 
makes this remark, to rescue himself from the ohaige cl 
having alluded with levity to a line in MilUm : a oiu 
than which none could be more painful to him, ooufpfe ] 
that of having ridiculed his BSaHd. 
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— But some night-wandering Man^ whose heart 

was pierc'd 
With the remembrance of a grievous wrong, 
Or slow distemper or neglected love, 
(And so, poor Wretch! fiU'd all things with 
himself 

20 And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale 
Of his own sorrows) he and such as he 
First nam'd these notes a melancholy strain ; 
And many a poet echoes the conceit. 
Poet, who hath been building up the rhyme 

25 When he had better far have stretch'd his limbs 
Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell 
By sun or moonlight, to the influxes 
Of shapes and sounds and shifting elements 
Surrendering his whole spirit, of his song 

30 And of his fame forgetful ! so his fame 
Should share in nature's immortality, 
A venerable thing ! and so his song 
Should make all nature lovelier, and itself 
Be lov'd, like nature ! — But 'twill not be so ; 

35 And youths and maidens most poetical 

Who lose the deep'ning twilights of the spring 
In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still 
Full of meek sympathy must heave their sighs 
O'er Philomela's pity-pleading strains. 

40 My Friend, and my Friend's Sister ! we have learnt 
A different lore : we may not thus profane 
Nature's sweet voices always full of love 
And joyance ! 'Tis the merry Nightingale 
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That crowds^ and hurries^ and precipitates 

With fast thick warble his delicious notes, 45 

As he were fearful, that an April night 

Would be too short for him to utter forth 

His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul 

Of all its music ! And I know a grove 

Of large extent, hard by a castle huge 50 

Which the great lord inhabits not : arid so 

This grove is wild with tangling underwood. 

And the trim walks are broken up, and grass. 

Thin grass and king-cups grow within the paths. 

But never elsewhere in one place I knew 55 

So many Nightingales : and far and near 

In wood and thicket over the wide grove 

They answer and provoke each other's songs — 

With skirmish and capricious passagings. 

And murmurs musical and swift jug jug 60 

And one low piping sound more sweet than all — 

Stirring the air with such an harmony. 

That should you close your eyes, you might almost 

Forget it was not day ! On moonlight bushes. 

Whose dewy leafits are but half disclos'd, 65 

You may perchance behold them on the twigs. 

Their bright, bright eyes, their eyes both bright 

and full, 
Glistning, while many a glow-worm in the shade 
Lights up her love-torch. 

A most gentle n i 
Who dwelleth in her hospitable home 
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Hard by the Castle^ and at latest eve, 
(Even like a Lady vow'd and dedicate 
To something more than nature in the grove) 
Glides thro' the pathways; she knows all their 
notes^ 

75 That gentle Maid ! and oft^ a moment's space, 
What time the moon was lost behind a cloud. 
Hath heard a pause of silence : till the Moon 
Emerging, hath awaken'd earth and sky 
With one sensation, and those wakeful Birds 

80 Have all burst forth in choral minstrelsy. 
As if one quick and sudden Gale had swept 
An hundred airy harps ! And she hath watch'd 
Many a Nightingale perch giddily 
On blosmy twig still swinging from the breeze, 

85 And to that motion tune his wanton song. 
Like tipsy Joy that reels with tossiag head. 

Farewell, O Warbler ! till to-morrow eve. 

And you, my friends ! farewell, a short farewell ! 

We have been loitering long and pleasantly, 

90 And now for our dear homes. — That strain again ! 
Full fain it would delay me ! — My dear Babe, 
Who, capable of no articulate sound. 
Mars all things with his imitative lisp. 
How he would place his hand beside his ear, 

95 His little hand, the small forefinger up. 
And bid us listen ! And I deem it wise 
To make him Nature's playmate. He knows well 
The evening star : and once when he awoke 



THE NIGHTINGALB 59 

In most distressful mood (some inward pain 
Had made up tliat strange thing, an infant's 

dream) too 

I hurried with him to our orchard plot. 
And he beholds the moon^ and hush'd at once 
Suspends his sobs^ and laughs most silently, 
While his fair eyes that swam with undropt tears 
Did glitter in the yellow moon-beam ! Well — ■ t^ 
It is a father's tale. But if that Heaven 
Should give me life, his childhood shall grow ttp 
Familiar with these songs, that with the night 
He may associate Joy ! Once more farewell, 
Sweet Nightingale! once more, mj triernUI 

farewelL f^^ 
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THE FEMALE VAGRANT. 



By Derwent's side my Father's cottage stood, 

(The Woman thus her artless story told) 

One field, a flock, and what the neighbouring 

flood 
Supplied, to him were more than mines of gold. 
5 Light was my sleep ; my days in transport roll'd : 
With thoughtless joy I stretch*d along the shore 
My father s nets, or watched, when from the fold 
High o'er the cliffs I led my fleecy store, 
A dizzy depth below ! his boat and twinkling oar. 

lo My father was a good and pious man. 
An honest man by honest parents bred. 
And I believe that, soon as I began 
To lisp, he made me kneel beside my bed. 
And in his hearing there my prayers I said : 

15 And afterwards, by my good father taught, 
I read, and loved the books in which I read ; 
For books in every neighbouring house I sought, 
And nothing to my mind a sweeter pleasure 
brought. 



Caa 1 iiicgst ^dwt eharms did otteeaian) 

Uj gHrdeti, stmeU ^ritfa peaae, md mint, «■ 

And nHe and iilly for ijie Babbatti laanx ■ 
Tlw BiAdiKd) belts, and their del^htiu} cfaimt 
Tlie gamAidk and wild &«ak£ at liteamif: inw 
Mj IkHEi'e ucfa Jiest ifarougb Imip fH**- *san» 

The qwraty-g atbe t iDg at Htn'». ilem |>^ni^ . 
The swacffi, l^at, «4ieii J ami^ltt tiie -mtoxf-*^. 
Fram ^r to meet me eamt, •prtauiiw ti«9 
aittimj jEtdt. 

The sbf I jet jeiueui ber viud i^mm 

Hw boMfing bedr itfn 

Hisa 

When the beet b 

Wbenn 

With which, tho^ bewt on baste, Myself I 

dedc'd; 
My wxtchfrnl do^ vhoae stats of Admkis ire. 
When strainer poaaed, lo often I ltav« eh^rk'd ; ^ 
The red'breast kncnm for jean, whieh at ny 

eaaenieiit peek'd. 

The gBns of twenty smnnien danced along^ — 
Ah ! little maffced, how fast they rolled awaj : 
Then rose a mansion pfood onr woods antODs. 
And cottage after cottage o 
No joy to see a ir-!-»"i— •*- 
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Through pastures not his own^ the master took ; 
My Father dared his greedy wish gainsay ; 
He loved his old hereditary nook^ 
45 And ill could I the thought of such sad parting 
brook. 

But^ when he had refused the proffered gold. 
To cruel injuries he became a prey. 
Sore traversed in whatever he bought and sold : 
His troubles grew upon him day by day, 
50 Till all his substance fell into decay. 
His little range of water was denied ; ^ 
All but the bed where his old body lay. 
All, all was seized, and weeping, side by side. 
We sought a home where we uninjured might 
abide. 

55 Can I forget that miserable hour. 

When from the last hill-top, my sire surveyed. 
Peering above the trees, the steeple tower. 
That on his marriage-day sweet music made ? 
Till then he hoped his bones might there be laid, 

60 Close by my mother in their native bowers : 
Bidding me trust in God, he stood and prayed, — 
I could not pray: — through tears that fell in 

showers, 
Glimmer'd our dear-loved home, alas ! no longer 
ours! 

1 Several of the Lakes in the north of England are let out 
to different Fishermen, in parcels marked out by imaginary 
lines drawn from rook to rock. 
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There was a youth whom I had loved so long^ 

That when I loved him not I cannot say. 65 

'Mid the green mountains many and many a song 

We two had sung, like little birds in May. 

When we began to tire of childish play 

We seemed still more and more to prize each other : 

We talked of marriage and our marriage day ; 70 

And I in truth did love him like a brother. 

For never could I hopie to meet with such another. 

His father said, that to a distant town 

He must repair, to ply the artist's trade. 

What tears of bitter grief till then unknown ! 75 

What tender vows our last sad kiss delayed ! 

To him we turned : — we had no other aid. 

Like one revived, upon his neck I wept. 

And her whom he had loved in joy, he said 

He well could love in grief : his faith he kept ; 80 

And in a quiet home once more my father slept. 

Four years each day with daily bread was blest. 
By constant toil and constant prayer supplied. 
Three lovely infants lay upon my breast ; 
And often, viewing their sweet smiles, I sighed, 85 
And knew not why. My happy father died 
When sad distress reduced the children's meal : 
Thrice happy ! that from him the grave did hide 
The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent wheel. 
And tears that flowed for ills which patience 
could not heal. 90 
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'Twas a hard change^ an evil time was come ; 
We had no hope, and no relief could gain. 
But soon, with proud parade, the noisy drum 
Beat round, to sweep the streets of want and 

pain. 
95 My husband's arms now only served to strain 
Me and his children hungering in his view : 
In such dismay my prayers and tears were vain 
To join those miserable men he flew ; 
And now to the sea-coast, with numbers more, 

we drew. 

loo There foulneglect for months and months we bore. 
Nor yet the crowded fleet its anchor stirred. 
Green fields before us and our native shore. 
By fever, from polluted air incurred. 
Ravage was made, for which no knell was heard. 

105 Fondly we wished, and wished away, nor knew, 
'Mid that long sickness, and those hopes deferr d. 
That happier days we never more must view : 
The parting signal streamed, at last the land 
withdrew. 

But from delay the summer calms were past. 

no On as we drove, the equinoctial deep 

Ran mountains-high before the howling blast. 
We gazed with terror on the gloomy sleep 
Of them that perished in the whirlwind's sweep. 
Untaught that soon such anguish must ensue, 

115 Our hopes such harvest of affliction reap, 
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That we the memr of die wsres sirndd rae. 
We reached the western worid. a poor, deroted 



Oh ! dreadfialpnce of being to lesign 
AD that is dear a being ! better £mt 
In Want's most looelr caie tiU death to pine, uo 
Unseen, onheazd. unwatched br anT star: 
Or in die streets and walks where piood moa are. 
Better our dying bodies to obtrude. 
Than dog-like, wading at the heels of war. 
Protract a curst existence, with the brood 125 

That lap (their very noarishment !) dieir brother's 
blood. 

The pains and plagues that on our heads came 

down. 
Disease and famine, agony and fear. 
In wood or wilderness, in camp or town. 
It would thy brain unsettle even to bear. 130 

All perished — all, in one remorseless year. 
Husband and children ! one by one, by sword 
And ravenous plague, all perished : every tear 
Dried up, despairing, desolate, on board 
A British ship I waked^ as from a trance restored, i^ 

Peaceful as some immeasurable plain 

By the first beams of dawning light impress'd^ 

In the calm sunshine slept the glittering main. 

The very ocean has its hour of rest. 

That comes not to the human mourner's breast. 140 
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Remote from man^ and storms of mortal care, 
A heavenly silence did the waves invest ; 
I looked and looked along the silent air. 
Until it seemed to bring a joy to my despair. 

145 Ah ! how unlike those late terrific sleeps ! 

And groans, that rage of racking famine spoke, 

Where looks inhuman dwelt on festering heaps ! 

The breathing pestilence that rose like smoke ! 

The shriek that from the distant battle broke ! 
150 The mine's dire earthquake, and the pallid host 

Driven by the bomb's incessant thunder-stroke 

To loathsome vaults, where heart-sick anguish 
toss'd, 

Hope died, and fear itself in agony was lost ! 

Yet does that burst of woe congeal my frame, 
155 When the dark streets appeared to heave and 

gape, 
While like a sea the storming army came. 
And Fire from Hell reared his gigantic shape, 
And Murder, by the ghastly gleam, and Rape 
Seized their joint prey, the mother and the child ! 
160 But from these crazing thoughts my brain, escape ! 
— For weeks the balmy air breathed soft and 

mild. 
And on the gliding vessel Heaven and Ocean 

smiled. 

Some mighty gulph of separation past, 
I seemed transported to another world : — 
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A thought resigned with pain^ when from the mast 165 
The impatient mariner the sail unfurFd, 
And whistling, called die ¥^d that hardly curled 
The silent sea. From the sweet thoughts of home, 
And from all hope I was forever hurled. 
For me — furthest from earthly port to roam 170 

Was best, could I but shun the spot where man 
might come. 

And oft, robb'd of my perfect mind, I thought 
At last my feet a resting-place had found : 
Here will I weep in pieace, (so fancy wrought,) 
Roaming the illimitable waters round ; 175 

Here watch, of every hmnan friend disowned, 
All day, my ready tomb the ocean-flood — 
To break my dream the vessel reached its bound : 
And homeless near a thousand homes I stood, 
And near a thousand tables pined, and wanted 
food. x8o 

By grief enfeebled was I turned adrift. 
Helpless as sailor cast on desart rock ; 
Nor morsel to my mouth that day did lift. 
Nor dared my hand at any door to knock. 
I lay, where with his drowsy mates, the cock 185 
From the cross timber of an out-house hung ; 
How dismal tolled, that night, the city clock I 
At mom my sick heart hunger scarcely stung, 
Nor to the beggar's language could I frame my 
tongue. 
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190 So passed another day^ and so the third : 
Then did I try, in vain, the crowd's resort. 
In deep despair by frightful wishes stirr*d. 
Near the sea-side I reached a mined fort : 
There, pains which nature could no more support, 

195 With blindness linked, did on my vitals fall; 
Dizzy my brain, with interruption short 
Of hideous sense ; I sunk, nor step could crawl. 
And thence was borne away to neighbouring 
hospital. 

Recovery came with food : but still, my brain 
aoo Was weak, nor of the past had memory. 

I heard my neighbours, in their beds, complain 
Of many things which never troubled me ; 
Of feet still bustUng round with busy glee. 
Of looks where common kindness had no part, 
205 Of service done with careless cruelty. 

Fretting the fever round the languid heart. 
And groans, which, as they said, would make a 
dead man start. 

These things just served to stir the torpid sense. 
Nor pain nor pity in my bosom raised, 
aio Memory, though slow, returned with strength ; 
and thence 
Dismissed, again on open day I gazed. 
At houses, men, and common light, amazed. 
The lanes I sought, and as the sun retired, 
Gune, where beneath the trees a faggot blazed ; 
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The wild brood saw me weep, my fate enquired, 215 
And gave me food, and rest, more welcome, more 
desired. 

My heart is touched to think that men like these. 
The rude earth's tenants, were my first relief: 
How kindly did they paint their vagrant ease ! 
And their long holiday that feared not grief, 220 
For all belonged to all, and each was chief. 
No plough their sinews strained ; on grating road 
No wain they drove, and yet, the yellow sheaf 
In every vale for their delight was stowed : 
For them, in nature's meads, the milky udder 
flowed. 225 

Semblance, with straw and panniered ass, they 

made 
Of potters wandering on from door to door : 
But life of happier sort to me pourtrayed. 
And other joys my fancy to allure ; 
The bag-pipe dinning on the midnight moor 230 
In bam uplighted, and companions boon 
Well met from far with revelry secure, 
In depth of forest glade, when jocund June 
Rolled fast along the sky his warm and genial 

moon. 

But ill it suited me, in journey dark 235 

O'er moor and mountain, midnight theft to 

hatch ; 
To charm the surly house-dog's faithful bark^ 

D 
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Or hang on tiptoe at the lifted latch ; 
The gloomy lantern, and the dim blue match, 
240 The black disguise, the warning whistle shrill. 
And ear still busy on its nightly watch. 
Were not for me, brought up in nothing ill ; 
Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts were 
brooding still. 

What could I do, unaided and unblest ? 

24s Poor Father ! gone was every friend of thine : 
And kindred of dead husband are at best 
Small help, and, after marriage such as mine. 
With little kindness would to me incline. 
Ill was I then for toil or service fit : 

250 With tears whose course no effort could con- 
fine. 
By high-way side forgetful would I sit 
Whole hours, my idle arms in moping sorrow 
knit. 

I lived upon the mercy of the fields, 
And oft of cruelty the sky accused ; 

25s On hazard, or what general bounty yields. 
Now coldly given, now utterly refused. 
The fields I for my bed have often used : 
But, what afflicts my peace with keenest ruth 
Is, that I have my inner self abused, 

260 Foregone the home delight of constant truth. 
And clear and open soul, so prized in fearless 
youth. 
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Three years a wanderer, often have I view'd, 
In tears, the sun towards that countr7 tend 
Where my poor heart lost all its fortitude : 
And now across this moor my steps I bend — 265 

Oh ! tell me whither for no earthly fnend 

Have I. She ceased, and weeping turned away, 

As if because her tale was at an end 

She wept ; — because she hod no more to say 

Of that perpetual weight which on her spirit 




52 LYRICAL BALLADS 



GOODY BLAKE, AND HARRY GILL, 

A TRUE STORY. 



^' 



( Oh ! what *s the matter ? what 's the matter ? 
What is 't that ails young Harry Gill ? 
That evermore his teeth they chatter. 
Chatter, chatter, chatter still. 
5 Of waistcoats Harry has no lack, 
Good duffle grey, and flannel fine ; 
^j^*^ He has a blanket on his back, 
7^ And coats enough to smother nine. 

In March, December, and in July, 
lo 'Tis all the same with Harry Gill ; 
The neighbours tell, and tell you truly. 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 
At night, at morning, and at noon, 
'Tis all the same with Harry Gill ; 
15 Beneath the sun, beneath the moon, 
\ His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 

Young Harry was a lusty drover. 
And who so stout of limb as he } 
His cheeks were red as ruddy clover, 
20 His voice was like the voice of three; 
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Auld Goody Blake was old and poor^ 
111 fed she was, and thinly clad ; 
And any man who pass'd her door. 
Might see how poor a hut she had. 

All day she spun in her poor dwelling, 25 

And then her tl^ree hours' work at night ! 

Alas ! 'twas hardly worth the telling. 

It would not pay for candle-light 

— This woman dwelt in Dorsetshire, 

Her hut was on a cold hill-side, 30 

And in that countiy coals are dear. 

For they come far by wind and tide. 

By the same fire to boil their pottage. 

Two poor old dames, as I have known. 

Will often live in one small cottage, 35 

But she, poor woman, dwelt alone. 

'Twas well enough when summer came. 

The long, warm, lightsome summer-day. 

Then at her door the canty dame 

Would sit, as any linnet gay. 40 

But when the ice our streams did fetter. 
Oh ! then how her old bones would shake ! 
You would have said, if you had met her, 
'Twas a hard time for Goody Blake. 
Her evenings then were dull and dead; 45 
Sad case it was, as you may thinks 
For very cold to go to bed^ 
And then for cdd not deep e 
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Oh joy for her ! when e'er in winter 
50 The winds at night had made a rout^ 
And scatter'd many a lusty splinter^ 
And many a rotten bough about. 
Yet never had she, well or sick. 
As every man who knew her says, 

55 A pile before-hand, wood or stick. 
Enough to warm her for three days. 

Now, when the frost was past enduring. 
And made her poor old bones to ache. 
Could any thing be more alluring, 
60 Than an old hedge to Goody Blake ? 
And now and then, it must be said. 
When her old bones were cold and chill. 
She left her fire, or left her bed. 
To seek the hedge of Harry Gill. 

65 Now Harry he had long suspected 
This trespass of old Goody Blake, 
And vow'd that she should be detected. 
And he on her would vengeance take. 
And oft from his warm fire he 'd go, 

70 And to the fields his road would take. 
And there, at night, in frost and snow. 
He watch*d to seize old Goody Blake. 

And once, behind a rick of barley^ 
Thus looking out did Harry stand ; 
75 The moon was full and shining clearly. 
And crisp with frost the stubble-land. 
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— He hears a noise — he 's all awake — 

Again ? — on tip-toe down the hill 

He softly creeps — 'Tis Goody Blake^ 

She 's at the hedge of Harry Gill. 80 

Right glad was he when he beheld her : 

Stick after stick did Goody pull, 

He stood behind a bush of elder. 

Till she had filled her apron full. 

When with her load she turned about, 85 

The bye-road back again to take. 

He started forward with a shout. 

And sprang upon poor Goody Blake. 

And fiercely by the arm he took her. 

And by the arm he held her fast, 90 

And fiercely by the arm he shook her. 

And cried, ^ I Ve caught you then at last ! * 

Then Goody, who had nothing said. 

Her bundle from her lap let fall ; 

And kneeling on the sticks, she pray'd 95 

To God that is the judge of all. 

She pray'd, her wither'd hand uprearing. 

While Harry held her by the arm — 

^ God ! who art never out of hearing, 

^ O may he never more be warm ! * 100 

The cold, cold moon above her head. 

Thus on her knees did Goody pray. 

Young Harry heard what she had said 

And icy-cold he turned away. 
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105 He went complaining all the morrow 
That he was cold and very chill : 
His face was gloom^ his heart was sorrow^ 
Alas ! that day for Harry Gill ! 
That day he wore a riding-coat, 

no But not a whit the warmer he : 
Another was on Thursday brought. 
And ere the Sabbath he had three. 

'Twas all in vain, a useless matter, 
And blankets were about him pinn'd ; 

lis Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter, 
Like a loose casement in the wind. 
And Harry's flesh it fell away ; 
And all who see him say 'tis plain. 
That, live as long as live he may, 

120 He never will be warm again. 

No word to any man he utters, 
A-bed or up, to young or old ; 
But ever to himself he mutters, 
^ Poor Harry Gill is very cold.' 
125 A-bed or up, by night or day ; 

His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 
Now think, ye farmers all, I pray. 
Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN AT A SMALL DISTANCE FIOM MT 
HOUSE, AND SENT BT MY UTTLE, BOT 
TO THE FESSON TO WHOM 
ARE ADDRESSED. 



It is the first mild daj of Marefa : 
'Each minute sweeter than befbte. 
The red-breast sings from the tall larch 
That stands beside our door. 

There is a blessing in the air^ 5 

Which seems a sense of joy to jrieid 
To the bare trees^ and moantains bare^ 
And grass in the green field. 

My Sister ! ('tis a wish of mine) 
Now that our morning meal is done, lo 

Make haste, your morning task lesgn ; 
Come forth and feel the son. 



Edward will come with yoa, and pmjj 
Put on with speed your woodland dra 
And bring no book, £or iM§ aae dtf 
We'll give to idlcncsBi 
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No joyless forms shall regulate 
Our living Calendar : 
We from to-day, my friend, will date 
20 The opening of the year. 

Love, now an universal birth. 
From heart to heart is stealing. 
From earth to man, from man to earth, 
— It is the hour of feeling. 

25 / One moment now may give us more 
/ Than fifty years of reason ; 
\ Our minds shall drink at every pore 
\The spirit of the season. 

Some silent laws our hearts may make, 
30 Which they shall long obey ; 

We for the year to come may take 
Our temper from to-day. 

And from the blessed power that rolls 
About, below, above ; 
35 We '11 frame the measure of our souls. 
They shall be tuned to love. 

Then come, my sister ! come, I pray, 
With speed put on your woodland dress, 
And bring no book ; for this one day 
40 We '11 give to idleness. 
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SIMON LEE, 
THE OLD HUNTSMAN, 

WITH AN INCIDENT IN WHICH HE 
WAS CONCERNED. 



In the sweet shire of Cardigan, 

Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall, 

An old man dwells, a little man, 

I 've heard he once was tall. 

Of years he has upon his back, 5 

No doubt, a burthen weighty ; 

He says he is three score and ten. 

But others say he 's eighty. 

A long blue livery-coat has he. 

That 's fair behind, and fair before ; 10 

Yet, meet him where you will, you see 

At once that he is poor. 

Full five and twenty years he lived 

A running huntsman merry ; 

And, though he has but one eye left, 15 

His cheek is like a cherry. 

No man like him the horn could sound, 
And no man was so full of glee ; 
To say the least, four counties round 
Had heard of Simon Lee ; 20 
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His master 's dead, and no one now 
Dwells in the hall of Ivor ; 
Men^ dogs^ and horses^ all are dead ; 
He is the sole survivor. 

25 His hunting feats have him bereft 
Of his right eye, as you may see : 
And then^ what limbs those feats have left 
To poor old Simon Lee ! 
He has no son, he has no child, 

30 His wife, an aged woman. 

Lives with him, near the waterfall. 
Upon the village common. 

And he is lean and he is sick. 

His little body 's half awry ; 
35 His ancles they are swoln and thick ; 

His legs are thin and dry. 

When he was young he little knew 

Of husbandry or tillage ; 

And now he 's forced to work, though weak, 
40 — The weakest in the village. 

He all the country could outrun, 
Could leave both man and horse behind ; 
And often, ere the race was done. 
He reeled and was stone-blind. 
45 And still there 's something in the world 
At which his heart rejoices ; 
For when the chiming hounds are out. 
He dearly loves their voices I 
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Old Ruth works out of doors with hun^ 

And does what Simon cannot do ; 50 

For she^ not over stout of limb^ 

Is stouter of the two. 

And though you with your utmost skill 

From labour could not wean them, 

Alas ! 'tis very little, all 55 

Which they can do between them. 

Beside their moss-grown hut of clay, 
Not twenty paces from the door, 
A scrap of land they have, but they 
Are poorest of the poor. 60 

This scrap of land he from the heath 
Enclosed when he was stronger ; 
But what avails the land to them. 
Which they can till no longer } 

Few months of life has he in store, 65 

As he to you will tell. 

For still, the more he works, the more 

His poor old ancles swell. 

My gentle reader, I perceive 

How patiently you 've waited, 70 

And I 'm afraid that you expect 

Some tale will be related. 

O reader ! had you in your mind 
Such stores as silent thought can bring, 
O gentle reader ! you would find 75 

A tale in every thing. 
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What more I have to say is short, 
I hope you '11 kindly take it ; 
It is no tale ; but should you think 
80 Perhaps a tale you '11 make it. 

One summer-day I chanced to see 
This old man doing all he could 
About the root of an old tree, 
A stump of rotten wood. 
85 The mattock totter'd in his hand ; 
So vain was his endeavour 
That at the root of the old tree 
He might have worked for ever. 

' You 're overtasked, good Simon Lee, 
90 Give me your tool ' to him I said ; 

And at the word right gladly he 

Received my proffer d aid. 

I struck, and with a single blow 

The tangled root I sever' d, 
95 At which the poor old man so long 

And vainly had endeavour d. 

The tears into his eyes were brought. 
And thanks and praises seemed to run 
So fast out of his heart, I thought 
100 They never would have done. 

— I 've heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds 
With coldness still returning. 
Alas ! the gratitude of men 
Has oftner left me mourning. 
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ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS, 

SHEWING HOW THE ART OF LYING 
MAY BE TAUGHT. 



I HAVE a boy of five years old. 
His face is fair and fresh to see ; 
His limbs are cast in beauty's mouldy 
And dearly he loves me. 

One mom we stroll'd on our dry walk, 5 
Our quiet house all full in view. 
And held such intermitted talk 
As we are wont to do. 

My thoughts on former pleasures ran ; 
I thought of Kilve's delightful shore, 10 

My pleasant home, when spring began, 
A long, long year before. 

A day it was when I could bear 
To think, and think, and think again ; 
With so much happiness to spare, 15 

I could not feel a pain. 

My boy was by my side, so slim 
And graceful in his rustic dress ! 
And oftentimes I talked to him 
In very idleness. 
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The young lambs ran a pretty race ; 
The morning sun shone bright and warm ; 
^ Kilve,' said I, ^ was a pleasant place, 
.,> ' 1 ^ And so is Liswyn farm. 






v-* 



as 



Y 



* My little boy, which like you more/ 
I said and took him by the arm — 
^ Our home by Kilve's delightful shore, 
i Or here at Liswyn farm ? ' 



I ' And tell me, had you rather be,' 
30 1 1 said and held him by the arm, 

I ' At Kilve's smooth shore by the green sea, 
' ' Or here at Liswyn farm ? ' 

' In careless mood he looked at me, 
■While still I held him by the arm, 
35 And said, ' At Kilve I 'd rather be 
*Than here at Liswyn farm/ 

' Now, little Edward, say why so ; 
^ My little Edward, tell me why ' ; 
' I cannot tell, I do not know/ 
40 ' Why this is strange,' said 1. 

^ For, here are woods and green-hills warm ; 
^ There surely must some reason be 
' Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm 
' For Kilve by the green sea/ 
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At this^ my boy^ so fair and slim, 45 

Hung down his head^ nor made reply ; 
And five times did I say to him, 
' Why ? Edward, tell me why ? * 

His head he raised — there was in sight, 
It caught his eye, he saw it plain — 50 

Upon the house-top, glittering bright, 
A broad and gilded vane. 

Then did the boy his tongue unlock. 
And thus to me he made reply ; 
' At Kilve there was no weather-cock, 55 
' And that 's the reason why/ 

Oh dearest, dearest boy ! my heart 
For better lore would seldom yearn. 
Could I but teach the hundredth part 
Of what from thee I learn. 60 
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WE ARE SEVEN. 



A SIMPLE child^ dear brother Jim^ 
That lightly draws its breathy 
And feels its life in every limb^ 
What should it know of death ? 

S I met a little cottage girl. 

She was eight years old, she said ; 
Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That cluster'd round her head. 

She had a rustic, woodland air, 
lo And she was wildly clad ; 

Her eyes were fair, and very fair, 
— Her beauty made me glad. 

' Sisters and brothers, little maid, 
' How many may you be } ' 
15 ' How many ? seven in all,' she said. 

And wondering looked at me. 

' And where are they, I pray you tell ^ 
She answered, ' Seven are we, 
' And two of us at Conway dwell, 
20 ^ And two are gone to sea. 
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^ Two of us in the church-yard lie, 

' My sister and my brother, 

' And in the church-yard cottage^ I 

* Dwell near them with my mother.' 

* You say that two at Conway dwell, 25 
^ And two are gone to sea, 

* Yet you are seven ; I pray you tell 

* Sweet Maid, how this may be ? ' 

Then did the little Maid reply, 

^ Seven boys and girls are we ; 30 

* Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
' Beneath the church-yard tree/ 

* You run about, my little maid, 
' Your limbs they are alive ; 

' If two are in the church-yard laid, 35 

^ Then ye are only fi\Q,* 

* Their graves are green, they may be seen,' 
The little Maid replied, 

'Twelve steps or more from my mother's 

door, 
' And they are side by side. 40 

' My stockings there I often knit, 
' My 'kerchief there I hem ; 
' And there upon the ground I sit — 
' I sit and sing to them. 
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45 ^ And often after sunset^ Sir, 
' When it is light and fair, 
' I take my little porringer, 
' And eat my supper there. 

^ The first that died was little Jane ; 
50 ^ In bed she moaning lay, 

' Till God released her of her pain, 
^ And then she went away. 

' So in the church-yard she was laid, 
^ And all the summer dry, 
55 ' Together roimd her grave we played, 
^ My brother John and I. 

* And when the ground was white with snow 
^ And I could run and slide, 

' My brother John was forced to go, 
60 ' And he lies by her side.' 

* How many are you then,' said I, 
' If they two are in heaven } ' 
The little Maiden did reply, 

' O Master ! we are seven.' 

65 ' But they are dead ; those two are dead ! 
' Their spirits are in heaven ! ' 
'Twas throwing words away ; for still 
The little Maid would have her will. 
And said, ' Nay, we are seven ! ' 
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LINES 

WRITTEN IN EARLY SPRING. 



I HEARD a thousand blended notes. 
While in a grove I sate reclined. 
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 

To her fair works did nature link 5 

The human soul that through me ran ; 
And much it griev'd my heart to think 
What man has made of man. 

Through primrose-tufts^ in that sweet bower, 
The periwinkle trail'd its wreathes ; 10 

And 'tis my faith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopp'd and play'd : 
Their thoughts I cannot measure. 
But the least motion which they made, 15 
It seem'd a thrill of pleasure. 
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j The budding twigs spread out their fan^ 
I To catch the breezy air ; 
|And I must think^ do all I can, 
9o 1 That there was pleasure there. 

If I these thoughts may not prevent. 
If such be of my creed the plan, 
Have I not reason to lament 
What man has made of man ? 



THE THORN. 



There is a thorn ; it looks so old. 

In truth you 'd find it hard to say. 

How it could ever have been young, 

It looks so old and grey. 

Not higher than « two-years' child. 

It stands erect this aged thorn ; 

No leaves it has, no thorny points ; 

It is 8 mass of knotted joints, 

A wretched thing forlorn. 

It stands erect, and like a stone 

With lichens it is overgrown. 



Like rock or stone, it is o'ergrown ~1 
With lichens to the very t(^, | ^' 

And hung with heavy tufts of moss, | 
A melancholy crop : \i5 

Up from the earth these mosses creep, [ 
And this poor thorn they clasp it round ' 
So clo se, yon M gay thnt tlipy wf"^ bent ; 
With plain and Enydfest inten t. ~ 1 
I'o jlrag it jo this ground ; ^ 

And all luid joined in one endeavour 
To bury this poor thorn for ever, i 
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III 



1/ 



I High on a mountain's highest ridge^ 
1 Where oft the stormy winter gale 
25 ' Cuts like a scythe^ while through the clouds 
JX. sweeps from vale to vale ; 
: J>lot five yards from the mountain-path^ 

This t^iMiryou on your left espy ; 
! And to the left, three yards beyond, 
30 • You see a little muddypond 
Of water, never dry ; 
I 've measured it from side to side : 
,'Tis three feet long, and two feet wide. 



IV 



And close beside this aged thorn, 
35 There is a fresh and lovely sight, 
A beauteous heap^ a hill of moss. 
Just halTatbot in heigM. 
All lovely colours there you see, 
All colours that were ever seen, 
40 And mossy network too is there. 
As if by hand of lady fair 
The work had woven been. 
And cups, the darlings of the eye. 
So deep is their vermilion dye. 



45 \ Ah me ! what lovely tints are there ! 
'Of olive-green and scarlet bright. 



THE THORN 
i In spikes, in branches, and in stare, 
< Green, red, and pearly white. 
!This heap of earth o'ergrown with mosE 
"Which close beside the thorn you see. 
So fresh in all its beauteous dyes. 
Is like an infant's grave in size 
Xs like as like can be : 
But never, never any where. 
An infant's grave was half so fair. 



Now would you see this aged thorn, 

This pond and beauteous hill of moss. 

You must take care and chuse your time 

The mountains when to cross. 

For oft there sits, between the heap 60 

That's like an infant's grave in size. 

And that same pond of which 1 spoke, 

A woman in a scarlet cloak. 

And to herself she cries, 

' Oh misery ! oh misery ! 65 

' Oh woe is me ! oh misery ! ' 



At all times of the day and night 
This wretched woman thither goes, \ 
And she is known to every star. 
And every wind th«t blows ; v, 

AnJd there beside the thorn she sits \ 
When the blue day-light 's in the skies. 
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And when the whirlwind 's on the hiU, 
Or frosty air is keen and stilly 

75 And to herself she cries^ 
' Oh misery ! oh misery ! 

^ Oh woe is me ! oh misery ! ' 
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^ Now wherefore thus, by day and nighty 
^ In rain, in tempest, and in snow, 

80 ' Thus to the dreary mountain-top 
' Does this poor woman go ? 
^ And why sits she beside the thorn 
^ When the blue day-light 's in the sky, 
^ Or when the whirlwind 's on the hill, 

85 ' Or frosty air is keen and still, 
^ And wherefore does she cry ? — 
^ Oh wherefore ? wherefore ? tell me why 
^ Does she repeat that doleful cry ? ' 

IX 

I cannot tell ; I wish I could ; 
90 For the true reason no one knows, 

But if you 'd gladly view the spot. 

The spot to which she goes ; 

The heap that 's like an infant's grave. 

The pond — and thorn, so old and grey, 
95 Pass by her door — 'tis seldom shut — 

And if you see her in her hut. 

Then to the spot away ! — 
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I never heard of such as dare 
Approach the spot when she is there. 



' But wherefore to the mountain-top ^00 

' Can this unhappy woman go, 

' Whatever star is in the skies^ 

' Whatever wind may blow ? * 

Nay rack your brain — ^'tis all in vain, 

I '11 tell you every thing I know ; 105 

But to the thom^ and to the pond 

Which is a little step beyond, 

I wish that you would go: . 

Perhaps when you are at the place 

You something of her tale may trace, no 



XI 



oc^-^^" 



\i 



I '11 give you the best help I can : \ 

Before you up the mountain go^ { 

Up to the dreary mountain-top^ 

I '11 tell you all I know. 

'Tis now some two and twenty years, 115 

Since she (her name is Martha Ray) 

Gave with a maiden's true good will i 

Her company to Stephen Hill ; 1 

And she was bHthe and gay, I 

And she was happy, happy stitt 

Whene'er she thought of Stephen HIIL 
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XII 

And they had fix'd the wedding-day^ 
The morning that must wed them both ; 
But Stephen to another maid 

125 Had sworn another oath ; 

And with this other maid to church 
Unthinking Stephen went — 
Poor Martha ! on that woful day 
A cruel, cruel fire, they say, 

130 Into her bones was sent : 

It dried her body like a cinder. 

And almost tum'd her brain to tinder. 

XIII 

They say, full six months after this. 

While yet the summer-leaves were green, 
135 She to the mountain-top would go. 

And there was often seen. 

'Tis said, a child was in her womb. 

As now to any eye was plain ; 

She was with child, and she was mad, 
140 Yet often she was sober sad 

From her exceeding pain. 

Oh me ! ten thousand times I 'd rather 

That he had died, that cruel father ! 

XIV 

Sad case for such a brain to hold 
145 Communion with a stirring child ! 
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Sad case^ as you may think^ for one 

Who had a bniin so wild ! 

Last Christmas when we talked of this^ 

Old Fanner Simpson did maintain. 

That in her womb the infant wrought 150 

About its mother's hearty and brought 

Her senses back again : 

And when at last her time drew near^ 

Her looks were calm^ her senses clear. 

No more I know^ I wish I did^ 155 

And I would tell it all to you ; 

For what became of this poor child 

There 's none that ever knew : 

And if a child was bom or no. 

There 's no one that could ever tell ; 160 

And if 'twas bom aUve or dead. 

There 's no one knows, as I have said. 

But some remember well> 

That Martha Ray about this time 

Would up the mountain often climb. 165 

XVI 

And all that Mdnter, when at night 

The wind blew from the mountain-peak, 

' Twas worth your while, though in the dark 

The church-yard path to seek : 

For many a time and oft were heard 170 
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Cries coining from the mountain-head^ 
Some plainly living voices were^ 
And others^ I 've heard many swear^ 
Were voices of the dead : 
175 I cannot think^ whate'er they say. 
They had to do with Martha Ray. 

XVII 

But that she goes to this old thorn. 
The thorn which I 've described to you. 
And there sits in a scarlet cloak, 

i8o I will be sworn is true. 

For one day with my telescope. 
To view the ocean wide and bright. 
When to this country first I came. 
Ere I had heard of Martha's name, 

185 I climbed the mountain's height : 
A storm came on, and I could see 
No object higher than my knee. 

XVIII 

'Twas mist and rain, and storm and rain, 

No screen, no fence could I discover, 
190 And then the wind ! in faith, it was 

A wind full ten times over. 

I looked around, I thought I saw 

A jutting crag, and off I ran. 

Head-foremost, through the driving rain, 
195 The shelter of the crag to gain, 

And, as I am a man. 
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Instead of jutting crag^ I found 
A woman seated on the ground. 

XIX 

I did not speak — I saw her face^ 

Her face it was enough for me ; 200 

I turned about and heard her cry^ 

^ O misery ! O misery ! ' 

And there she sits, until the moon 

Through half the clear blue sky will go. 

And when the little breezes make 205 

The waters of the pond to shake. 

As all the country know. 

She shudders and you hear her cry, 

^ Oh misery ! Oh misery ! 

XX 

^But what's the thorn? and what's the 

pond ? 210 

^ And what 's the hill of moss to her ? 
^ And what 's the creeping breeze that comes 
' The little pond to stir ? * 
I cannot tell ; but some will say 
She hanged her baby on the tree, 215 

Some say she drowned it in the pond. 
Which is a little step beyond. 
But all and each agree. 
The little babe was buried there. 
Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 220 
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XXI 

I Ve heard the scarlet moss is red 
With drops of that poor infant's blood 
But kill a new-bom infant thus ! 
I do not think she could. 

225 Some say^ if to the pond you go, 
And fix on it a steady view. 
The shadow of a babe you trace, 
A baby and a baby's face. 
And that it looks at you ; 

230 Whene'er you look on it, 'tis plain 
The baby looks at you again. 

XXII 

And some had sworn an oath that she 
Should be to public justice brought ; 
And for the little infant's bones 

?3S With spades they would have sought. 
But then the beauteous hill of moss 
Before their eyes began to stir ; 
And for full fifty yards around. 
The grass it shook upon the ground ; 

240 But all do still aver 

The little babe is buried there. 
Beneath that hiU of moss so fair. 

XXIII 

I cannot tell how this may be. 
But plain it is, the thorn is bound 
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With heavy tufts of moss^ that strive 245 

To drag it to the ground. 

And this I know^ full many a time^ 

When she was on the mountain high^ 

By day^ and in the silent nighty 

When all the stars shone clear and bright, 250 

That I have heard her cry, 

' O misery ! O misery ! 

' O woe is me ! oh misery ! ' 
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THE LAST OF THE FLOCK. 



In distant countries I hmve been. 
And yet I have not often seen 
A healthy man^ a man fiill grown. 
Weep in the public roads alone. 

5 But such a one, on English ground. 
And in the broad high-way, I met ; 
Along the broad high-way he came^ 
His cheeks with tears were wet. 
Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad ; 

lo And in his arms a lamb he had. 

He saw roe, and he turned aside. 
As if he wished himself to hide : 
Then with his coat he made essay 
To wipe those briny tears away. 

15 I foUow'd him, and said, ' My friend 

^ What ails you ? wherefore weep you so ? 
— ^ Shame on me. Sir ! this lusty lamb. 
He makes my tears to flow. 
To-day I fetched him from the rock ; 

20 He is the last of all my flock. 

When I was young, a single man. 
And after youthful follies ran. 
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Though little given to care and thought^ 

Yet, so it was^ a ewe I bought ; 

And other sheep from her I raised^ 25 

As healthy sheep as you might see^ 

And then I married^ and was rich 

As I could wish to be ; 

Of sheep I number d a full score^ 

And every year encreas'd my store. 30 

Year after year my stock it grew. 

And from this one, this single ewe. 

Full fifty comely sheep I raised. 

As sweet a flock as ever grazed ! 

Upon the mountain did they feed ; 35 

They throve, and we at home did thrive. 

— This lusty lamb of all my store 

Is all that is alive : 

And now I care not if we die. 

And perish all of poverty. 40 

Ten children. Sir ! had I to feed. 

Hard labour in a time of need ! 

My pride was tamed, and in our grief, 

I of the parish ask'd relief. 

They said I was a wealthy man ; 45 

My sheep upon the mountain fed. 

And it was fit that thence I took 

Whereof to buy us bread : 

' Do this ; how can we give to you,' 

They cried, ' what to the poor is due } * 50 
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I sold a sheep as they had said^ 
And bought my little children breads 
And they were healthy with their food ; 
For me it never did me good. 

55 A woeful time it was for me^ 
To see the end of all my gains. 
The pretty flock which I had reared 
With all my care and pains^ 
To see it melt like snow away ! 

60 For me it was a woeful day. 

Another still ! and still another ! 

A little lamb, and then its mother ! 

It was a vein that never stopp'd. 

Like blood-drops from my heart they dropp'd. 
65 Till thirty were not left alive 

They dwindled^ dwindled, one by one. 

And I may say that many a time 

I wished they all were gone : 

They dwindled one by one away ; 
70 For me it was a woeful day. 

To wicked deeds I was inclined. 
And wicked fancies cross'd my mind. 
And every man I chanc'd to see, 
I thought he knew some ill of me. 
75 No peace, no comfort could I find. 
No ease, within doors or without. 
And crazily, and wearily, 
I went my work about. 
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Oft-times I thought to run away ; 

For me it was a woeful day. 80 

Sir ! 'twas a precious flock to me» 

As dear as my own children be ; 

For daily with my growing store 

I loved my children more and more. 

Alas ! it was an evil time ; 85 

God cursed me in my sore distress^ 

I prayed^ yet every day I thought 

I loved my children less ; 

And every week, and every day. 

My flock, it seemed to melt away. 90 

They dwindled. Sir, sad sight to see ! 

From ten to five, from five to three, 

A lamb, a weather, and a ewe ; 

And then at last, from three to two ; 

And of my fifty, yesterday 95 

I had but only one, 

And here it lies upon my arm, 

Alas ! and I have none ; 

To-day I fetched it from the rock ; 

It is the last of all my flock.' 100 
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THE DUNGEON. 
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And this place our forefathers made for man ! 
This is the process of our love and wisdom^ 
To each poor brother who offends against us — 
Most innocent, perhaps — and what if guilty ? 
Is this the only cure ? Merciful God ! 
//Each pore and natural outlet shriveird up 
By ignorance and parching poverty. 
His energies roll back upon his heart. 
And stagnate and corrupt; till changed to 

poison. 
They break out on him, like a loathsome 

plague-spot >^ 
Then we call in our pamper d mountebanks — 
And this is their best cure ! uncomforted 
And friendless solitude, groaning and tears. 
And savage faces, at the clanking hour, 
z5 Seen through the steams and vapour of his 

dungeon. 
By the lamp's dismal twilight ! So he lies 
Circled with evil, till his very soul 
Unmoulds its essence, hopelessly deformed 
By sights of ever more deformity ! 



^ 
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THE MAD MOTHER. 



Her eyes are wild^ her head is bare^ 
The sun has burnt her coal-black hair^ 
Her eye-brows have a rusty stain^ 
And she came far from over the main. 
5 She has a baby on her arm^ 

Or else she were alone ; 
And underneath the hay-stack warm^ 
And on the green-wood stone^ 
She talked and sung the woods among ; 
lo And it was in the English tongue. 

^ Sweet babe ! they say that I am mad. 
But nay^ my heart is far too glad ; 
And I am happy when I sing 
Full many a sad and doleful thing : 

15 Then, lovely baby, do not fear ! 

I pray thee have no fear of me. 
But, safe as in a cradle, here 
My lovely baby ! thou shalt be. 
To thee I know too much I owe ; 

20 I cannot work thee any woe. 

A fire was once within my brain ; 
And in my head a dull, dull pain ; 
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And fiendish faces one, two, three. 

Hung at my breasts, and pulled at me. 

But then there came a sight of joy ; 25 

It came at once to do me good ; 

I waked, and saw my little boy. 

My little boy of flesh and blood ; 

Oh joy for me that sight to see ! 

For he was here, and only he. 30 

Suck, little babe, oh suck again ! 

It cools my blood ; it cools my brain ; 

Thy lips I feel them, baby ! they 

Draw from my heart the pain away. 

Oh ! press me with thy little hand ; 35 

It loosens something at my chest ; 

About that tight and deadly band 

I feel thy little fingers press' d. 

The breeze I see is in the tree ; 

It comes to cool my babe and me. 40 

Oh ! love me, love me, little boy ! 

Thou art thy mother's only joy ; 

And do not dread the waves below. 

When o'er the sea-rock's edge we go ; 

The high crag cannot work me harm, 45 

Nor leaping torrents when they howl ; 

The babe I carry on my arm. 

He saves for me my precious soul ; 

Then happy lie, for blest am I ; 

Without me my sweet babe would die. 50 
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Then do not fear, my boy ! for thee 
Bold as a lion I will be ; 
And I will always be thy guide^ 
Through hollow snows and rivers wide. 

55 I '11 build an Indian bower ; I know 
The leaves that make the softest bed : 
And if from me thou wilt not go. 
But still be true 'till I am dead. 
My pretty thing ! then thou shalt sing, 

60 As merry as the birds in spring. 

Thy father cares not for my breast, 
'Tis thine, sweet baby, there to rest : 
'Tis all thine own ! and if its hue 
Be changed, that was so fair to view, 

65 'Tis fair enough for thee, my dove ! 
My beauty, little child, is flown ; 
But thou wilt live with me in love. 
And what if my poor cheek be brown } 
'Tis well for me ; thou canst not see 

70 How pale and wan it else would be. 

Dread not their taunts, my little life ! 
I am thy father's wedded wife ; 
And underneath the spreading tree 
We two will live in honesty. 
75 If his sweet boy he could forsake. 

With me he never would have stay'd : 
From him no harm my babe can take, 
But he, poor man ! is wretched made. 
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THE IDIOT BOY. 



Ti8 eight o'clock^ — ti clear March nighty 
The moon is up— the sky is blue^ 
The owlet in the moonlight air^ 
He shouts from nobody knows where ; 
5 He lengthens out his lonely shout^ 
Halloo ! halloo ! a long halloo ! 

— Why bustle thus about your door^ 
What means this bustle^ Betty Foy ? 
Why are you in this mighty fret ? 
lo And why on horseback have you set 
Him whom you love, your idiot boy ? 

Beneath the moon that shines so bright. 
Till she is tired, let Betty Foy 
With girt and stirrup fiddle-faddle ; 
15 But wherefore set upon a saddle 

Him whom she loves, her idiot boy ? 

There 's scarce a soul that 's out of bed ; 
Good Betty ! put him down again ; 
His lips with joy they burr at you, 
20 But, Betty ! what has he to do 
With stirrup, saddle, or with rein ? 
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Bat Betty s bent on Ikcr intexit. 

For her good nei^^iboor;^ Sosam G«le» 

CMd Sasu, slie who dhrdb akne« 

Is sidE, and makes a piteoos miMii, ,^ 

As if her tctt life would fiul. 

There 's not a hoose within a mile. 

No himd to help than in distress : 

Old Sosan lies a bed in pain. 

And sorely puxzled are the twain^ ^^^ 

For what she ails they cannot gtieiss. 

And Betty's husband *s at the wtMxi, 

Where by the week he doth abide, 

A woodman in the distant vale ; 

There 's none to help poor Susan Gale^ 40 

What must be done ? what will bcUde } 

And Betty from the lane has fetcheti 
Her pony^ that is mild and good. 
Whether he be in joy or pain, 
Feeding at will along the Iane> 41 

Or bringing faggots from the wood. 



94 LYRICAL BALLADS 

And he is all in travelling trim^ 
And by the moonlight^ Betty Foy 
Has up upon the saddle set^ 
50 The like was never heard of yet. 
Him whom she loves, her idiot boy. 

And he must post without delay 
Across the bridge that 's in the dale, 
And by the church, and o'er the down, 
55 To bring a doctor from the town. 
Or she will die, old Susan Gale. 

There is no need of boot or spur. 
There is no need of whip or wand. 
For Johnny has his holly-bough, 
60 And with a hurly-burly now 

He shakes the green bough in his hand. 

And Betty o'er and o'er has told 
The boy who is her best delight, 
Both what to follow, what to shun, 
65 What do, and what to leave undone. 
How turn to left, and how to right. 

And Betty's most especial charge. 
Was, ' Johnny ! Johnny ! mind that you 
^ Come home again, nor stop at all, 
70 ' Come home again, whate'er befal, 
^ My Johnny do, I pray you do/ 
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To this did Johnny answ^ef makr. 

Both with his heftd, and with his h«nd« 

And proudly sho<^ the bridle too> 

And then ! his words were not a few, ^5 

Which Betty well could understand* 

And now that Johnny is just going, 

Though Betty *s in a mighty flurry, 

She gently pats the pony's side> 

On which her idiot boy must ride, 80 

And seems no longer in a hurry. 
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But when the pony moved his legs, 

Oh ! then for the poor idiot boy ! , 

For joy he cannot hold the bridle, 

For joy his head and heels are idle, ^ 85 

He 's idle all for very joy. 

And while the pony moves his legs^ 
In Johnny's left-hand you may sec, . 

The green bough 's motionless and dcml \ 
The moon that shines above his head ) 90 
Is not more still and mute than he. ' 

His heart it was so full of glee> 

That till full fifty yards were gone, 

He quite forgot his holly whip, 

And all his skill in horsemanships VI 

Oh ! happy, happy^ happy John* 
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And Betty 's standing at the door^ 
And Betty's face with joy o'erflows, 
Proud of herself^ and proud of him^ 
loo She sees him in his travelling trim ; 
How quietly her Johnny goes. 

The silence of her idiot boy. 
What hopes it sends to Betty's heart ! 
He 's at the guide-post — ^he turns rights 
105 She watches till he 's out of sight. 
And Betty will not then depart. 

Burr, burr — now Johnny's lips they burr. 
As loud as any mill, or near it. 
Meek as a lamb the pony moves, 
no And Johnny makes the noise he loves. 
And Betty listens, glad to hear it. 

Away she hies to Susan Gale : 
And Johnny 's in a merry tune. 
The owlets hoot, the owlets curr, 
115 And Johnny's lips they burr, burr, burr. 
And on he goes beneath the moon. 

His steed and he right well agree. 
For of this pony there 's a rumour. 
That should he lose his eyes and ears, 
120 And should he live a thousand years. 
He never will be out of humour. 



THE IDf OT BOT 97 

But tiien be is a horse that thinks ! 
And when he tiiinks his pace is siadt; 
Now, thoi^t he knows poor Johnny well. 
Yet for his H£e he cannot tell 125 

What he has get upon his bade. 

So timHi^ die moonlight lanes they go. 
And fkt into the moonhght dale. 
And by the church, and o'er the down. 
To bring a doctor from the town, 130 

To comfort poor cM. Susan Gale. 

And Betty, now at Susan's side. 

Is in the middle of her story. 

What comfort JcJmny soon will bring. 

With many a most diverting thing, 135 

Of Johnny's wit and Johnny's glory. 

And Betty 's still at Susan's side : 

By this time she 's not quite so flurried ; 

Demure with porringer and plate 

She sits, as if in Susan's fate 140 

Her life and soul were buried. 

But Betty, poor good woman ! she. 
You plainly in her face may read it, 
Could lend out of that moment's store 
Five years of happiness or more, 145 

To any that might need it. 

o 
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But yet I guess that now and then 
With Betty all was not so well. 
And to the road she turns her ears^ 
150 And thence full many a sound she hears. 
Which she to Susan will not tell. 

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans, 
^ As sure as there 's a moon in heaven,' 
Cries Betty, ' he '11 be back again ; 
, V )' "^^ 155 * They '11 both be here, 'tis almost ten, 

* They '11 both be here before eleven.' 

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan ^^t)ans. 
The clock gives warning for eleven ; 
'Tis on the stroke — ' If Johnny 's near,' 
160 Quoth Betty, * he will soon be here, 
' As sure as there 's a moon in heaven.' 

The clock is on the stroke of twelve. 
And Johnny is not yet in sight. 
The moon 's in heaven, as Betty sees, 
165 But Betty is not quite at ease ; 
And Susan has a dreadful night. 

And Betty, half an hour ago. 
On Johnny vile reflections cast ; 
' A little idle sauntering thing 1 ' 
170 With other names, an endless string. 
But now that time is gone and past. 
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And Betty 's drooping at the hearty 

That happy time all past and gone^ 

' How can it be he is so late ? 

' The doctor he has made him wait^ 175 

' Susan ! they '11 both be here anon/ 

And Susan 's growing worse and worse^ 

And Betty 's in a sad quandary ; 

And then there 's nobody to say 

If she must go or she must stay : 180 

— She 's in a sad quandary. 

The clock is on the stroke of one ; 

But neither Doctor nor his guide 

Appear along the moonlight road^ 

There 's neither horse nor man abroad^ 185 

And Betty 's still at Susan's side. 

And Susan she begins to fear 

Of sad mischances not a few^ 

That Johnny may perhaps be drown' d. 

Or lost perhaps^ and never found ; 190 

Which they must both for ever rue. 

She prefaced half a hint of this 

With, ' God forbid it should be true ! ' 

At the first word that Susan said 

Cried Betty, rising from the bed, 195 

' Susan, I 'd gladly stay with you. 
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^ I must be gone, I must away^ 
' Consider, Jolmny 's but half- wise ; 
' Susan, we must take care of him, 
200 ' If he is hurt in life or limb ' — 
' Oh God forbid ! ' poor Susan cries. 

* What can I do ? ' says Betty, going, 
' What can I do to ease your pain ? 
' Good Susan tell me, and I '11 stay ; 
205 ' I fear you 're in a dreadful way, 
' But I shall soon be back again.' 

' Good Betty go, good Betty go, 
' There *s nothing that can ease my pain.' 
Then off she hies, but with a prayer 
210 That God poor Susan's life would spare. 
Till she comes back again. 

So, through the moonlight lane she goes. 
And far into the moonlight dale ; 
And how she ran, and how she walked, 
215 And all that to herself she talked. 
Would surely be a tedious tale. 

In high and low, above, below. 
In great and small, in round and square. 
In tree and tower was Johnny seen, 
220 In bush and brake, in black and green, 
'Twas Johnny, Jolmny, every where. 
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She 's past the bridge that 's in the dale, 
And now the thought torments her sore, 
Johnny perhaps his horse forsook, 
To hunt the moon that *s in the brook, 225 
And never will be heard of more. 

And now she 's high upon the down. 
Alone amid a prospect wide ; 
There *s neither Johnny nor his horse. 
Among the fern or in the gorse ; 230 

There *s neither doctor nor his guide. 

* Oh saints ! what is become of him ? 
^ Perhaps he 's climbed into an oak, 

^ Where he will stay till he is dead ; 

' Or sadly he has been misled, 235 

' And joined the wandering gypsey-folk. 

^ Or him that wicked pony 's carried 
' To the dark cave, the goblins* hall, 
' Or in the castle he 's pursuing, 

* Among the ghosts, his own undoing ; 340 

* Or playing with the waterfall/ 

At poor old Susan then she railed, 

While to the town she posts away ; 

' If Susan had not been so ill, 

' Alas ! I should have had him still, 245 

' My Johnny, till my dying day/ 
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Poor Betty ! in this sad distemper^ 
The doctor's self would hardly spare^ 
Unworthy things she talked and wild^ 
350 Even he^ of cattle the most mild^ 
The pony had his share. 

And now she 's got into the town. 
And to the doctor s door she hies ; 
'Tis silence all on every side ; 
255 The town so long, the town so wide. 
Is silent as the skies. 

And now she 's at the doctor's door, 
She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap, 
The doctor at the casement shews, 
360 His glimmering eyes that peep and doze ; 
And one hand rubs his old night-cap. 

' Oh Doctor ! Doctor ! where 's my Johnny ? ' 
' I 'm here, what is 't you want with me ? ' 
^ Oh Sir ! you know I 'm Betty Foy, 
365 ' And I have lost my poor dear boy, 
' You know him — ^him you often see ; 

' He 's not so wise as some folks be,' 
^ The devil take his wisdom ! ' said 
The Doctor, looking somewhat grim, 
370 ' What, woman ! should I know of him ? ' 
And, grumbling, he went back to bed. 
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' O woe is me ! O woe is me ! 

' Here will I die ; here will I die ; 

' I thought to find my Jolmny here^ 

' But he is neither far nor near^ 375 

' Oh ! what a wretched mother I ! * 

She stops^ she stands^ she looks about^ 

Which way to turn she cannot tell. 

Poor Betty ! it would ease her pain 

If she had heart to knock again ; 280 

— ^The clock strikes three — a dismal knell ! 

Then up along the town she hies, 

No wonder if her senses fail, 

This piteous news so much it shock* d her, 

She quite forgot to send the Doctor,. 285 

To comfort poor old Susan Gale. 

And now she *s high upon the down. 

And she can see a mile of road, 

' Oh cruel ! I 'm almost three-score ; 

^ Such night as this was ne'er before, 290 

* There 's not a single soul abroad.' 

She listens, but she cannot hear 
The foot of horse, the voice of man ; 
The streams with soflest sound are flowing. 
The grass you almost hear it growing, 295 
You hear it now if e'er you can. 
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The owlets through the long blue night 
Are shouting to each other still : 
Fond lovers, yet not quite ^ob nob , 
300 They lengthen out the tremulous sob. 
That echoes far from hill to hill. 

Poor Betty now has lost all hope, 
Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin ; 
A green-grown pond she just has pass'd, 
305 And from the brink she hurries fast. 
Lest she should drown herself therein. 

And now she sits her down and weeps ; 
Such tears she never shed before; 
' Oh dear, dear pony ! my sweet joy ! 
310 ^ Oh carry back my idiot boy ! 

'And we will ne'er overload thee more/ 

A thought is come into her head ; 
* The pony he is mild and good, 
' And we have always used him well , 
315 ' Perhaps he 's gone along the dell, 
'And carried Johnny to the wood.' 

Then up she springs as if ofn wings ; 
She thinks no more of deadly sin ; 
If Betty fifty ponds should see, 
320 The last of all her thoughts would be, 
To drown herself therein. 
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Oh mdor ! nam tbat I nught tdl 
What Johnii J and his hone are doing ! 
What ther 'Te been doing all this tune. 
Oh could I put it into Th3rine, 515 

A most d^ightfbl tale pmsoing ! 

Perhaps, and no unHkehr thought ! 

He with his pony now doth roam 

The difl^ and peaks so high that are. 

To lay his hands upon a star, 350 

And in his pocket bring it home. 

Perhaps he 's tamed himself about. 

His face unto his horse's tail. 

And still and mute, in wonder lost. 

All like a silent horseman-ghost, 335 

He travels on along the vale. 

And now, perhaps, he 's hunting sheep, 

A fierce and dreadful hunter he ! 

Yon valley, that *s so trim and green. 

In five months' time, should he be seen, 340 

A desart wilderness will be. 

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire, 

And like the very soul of evil, 

He *s galloping away, away. 

And so he '11 gallop on for aye, 345 

The bane of all that dread the devil. 
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I to the muses have been bounds 
These fourteen years, by strong indentures ; 
Oh gentle muses ! let me tell 
350 But half of what to him befel. 

For sure he met with strange adventures. 

Oh gentle muses ! is this kind ? 
Why will ye thus my suit repel ? 
Why of your further aid bereave me ? 
355 And can ye thus unfriended leave me ? 
Ye muses ! whom I love so well. 

Who 's yon, that, near the waterfall. 
Which thunders down with headlong force. 
Beneath the moon, yet shining fair, 
360 As careless as if nothing were. 
Sits upright on a feeding horse } 

Unto his horse, that 's feeding free. 
He seems, I think, the rein to give ; 
Of moon or stars he takes no heed ; 
365 Of such we in romances read, 

— Tis Johnny ! Johnny ! as I live. 

And that 's the very pony too. 
Where is she, where is Betty Foy ? 
She hardly can sustain her fears ; 
370 The roaring water-fall she hears. 
And cannot find her idiot boy. 
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Your pony 's worth his weight in gold^ 
Then cahn your terrors, Betty Foy ! 
She 's coming from among the trees. 
And now, all full in view, she sees 375 

Him whom she loves, her idiot boy. 

And Betty sees the pony too : 

Why stand you thus Good Betty Foy ? 

It is no goblin, 'tis no ghost, 

'Tis he whom you so long have lost, 380 

He whom you love, your idiot boy. 

She looks again — her arms are up — 

She screams — she cannot move for joy ; 

She darts as with a torrent's force. 

She almost has o'ertumed the horse, 385 

And fast she holds her idiot boy. 

And Johnny burrs and laughs aloud. 

Whether in cunning or in joy, 

I cannot tell ; but while he laughs, 

Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs, 390 

To hear again her idiot boy. 

And now she 's at the pony's tail. 

And now she 's at the pony's head. 

On that side now, and now on this. 

And almost stifled with her bliss, 395 

A few sad tears does Betty shed. 
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She kisses o'er and o'er again, 
Him whom she loves, her idiot boy. 
She 's happy here, she 's happy there, 
400 She is mieasy every where ; 

Her limbs are all alive with joy. 

She pats the pony, where or when 
She knows not, happy Betty Foy ! 
The little pony glad may be, 
405 But he is milder far than she. 
You hardly can perceive his joy. 

' Oh ! Johnny, never mind the Doctor ; 
' You 've done your best, and that is all.* 
She took the reins, when this was said, 
410 And gently turned the pony's head 
From the loud water-fall. 

By this the stars were almost gone. 
The moon was setting on the hill. 
So pale you scarcely looked at her : 
415 The little birds began to stir. 

Though yet their tongues were still. 

The pony, Betty, and her boy. 
Wind slowly through the woody dale : 
And who is she, be-times abroad, 
420 That hobbles up the steep rough road ? 
Who is it, but old Susan Gale ? 
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Long Susan lay deep lost in thought, 

And many dreadful fears beset her, 

Both for her messenger and nurse ; 

And as her mind grew worse and worse, 425 

Her body it grew better. 

She turned, she toss'd herself in bed. 

On all sides doubts and terrors met her ; 

Point after point did she discuss ; 

And while her mind was fighting thus, 430 

Her body still grew better. 

' Alas ! what is become of them ? 

' These fears can never be endured, 

^ I '11 to the wood/ — ^The word scarce said. 

Did Susan rise up from her bed, 435 

As if by magic cured. 

Away she posts up hill and down. 

And to the wood at length is come. 

She spies her friends, she shouts a greeting ; 

Oh me ! it is a merry meeting, 440 

As ever was in Christendom. 

The owls have hardly sung their last. 
While our four travellers homeward wend ; 
The owls have hooted all night long. 
And with the owls began my song, 445 

And with the owls must end. 
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For while they all were travelling home^ 
Cried Betty, ' Tell us Johnny, do, 
' Where all this long night you have been, 
450 ' What you have heard, what you have seen, 
' And Johnny, mind you tell us true.' 

Now Johnny all night long had heard 
The owls in tuneful concert strive ; 
No doubt too he the moon had seen ; 
455 For in the moonlight he had been 
From eight o'clock till five. 

And thus to Betty's question, he 
Made answer, like a traveller bold, 
(His very words I give to you,) 
460 ' The cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo, 
^ And the sun did shine so cold.' 
— ^Thus answered Johnny in his glory. 
And that was all his travel's story. 
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LINES 

WBTTTEN NEAH RICHMOND, UPON THE THAMES, 

AT EVENING. 



How rich the wave^ in fronts imprest 
With evening-twilight's summer hues^ 
While^ facing thus the crimson west^ 
The boat her silent path pursues ! 
And see how dark the backward stream ! 5 
A little moment past^ so smiling ! 
And stilly perhaps^ with faithless gleam^ 
Some other loiterer beguiling. 

Such views the youthful bard allure^ 
But, heedless of the following gloom, xo 

He deems their colours shall endure 
'Till peace go with him to the tomb. 
— And let him nurse his fond deceit, 
And what if he must die in sorrow ! 
Who would not cherish dreams so sweet, 15 
Though grief and pain may come to-morrow ? 

Glide gently, thus for ever glide, 

O Thames ! that other bards may see. 

As lovely visions by thy side 

As now, fair river ! come to me. so 
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Oh glide^ fair stream ! for ever so ; 
Thy quiet soul on all bestowing, 
'Till all our minds for ever flow. 
As thy deep waters now are flowing. 

25 Vain thought ! yet be as now thou art. 

That in thy waters may be seen 
The image of a poet's heart. 
How bright, how solemn, how serene ! 
Such heart did once the poet bless, 

30 Who, pouring here a * Utter ditty. 

Could find no refuge from distress. 
But in the milder grief of pity. 

Remembrance ! as we glide along. 
For him suspend the dashing oar, 

35 And pray that never child of Song 

May know his freezing sorrows more. 
How calm ! how still ! the only sound. 
The dripping of the oar suspended ! 
— The evening darkness gathers round 

40 By virtue's holiest powers attended. 

* Collins's Ode on the death of Thomson, the last written, 
I believe, of the poems which were published during his life- 
time. This Ode is also alluded to in the next stanza. 
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EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY. 



' Why William, on that old grey stone, 
' Thus for the length of half a day, 
' Why William, sit you thus alone, 
' And dream your time away ? 

' Where are your books? that light bequeath*d 5 
' To beings else forlorn and blind ! 
' Up ! Up ! and drink the spirit breath'd 
' From dead men to their kind. 

' You look round on your mother earth, 

' As if she for no purpose bore you ; 10 

' As if you were her first-bom birth, 

' And none had lived before you ! ' 

One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake. 
When life was sweet I knew not why. 
To me my good friend Matthew spake, 15 

And thus I made reply. 

' The eye it cannot chuse but see, 

' We cannot bid the ear be still ; 

^ Our bodies feel, where'er they be, 

^ Against, or with our will. ao 

H 



o.•■■■^ 
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^ Nor less I deem that there are powers, 
' Which of themselves our minds impress^ 
* That we can feed this mind of ours^ 
^ In a wise passiveness. 

25 f ^ Think you, mid all this mighty sum 
{' ^ Of things for ever speaking, 
/ * That nothing of itself will come, 
' But we must still be seeking ? 



^ — Then ask not wherefore, here, alone, 
30 ' Conversing as I may, 

' I sit upon this old grey stone, 
^ And dream my time away.' 
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THE TABLES TURNED; 

AN EVENING SCENE, ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 



Up ! up ! my friend, and clear your looks, i 
Why all this toil and trouble ? 
Up ! up ! my friend, and quit your books. 
Or surely you '11 grow double. 

The sun above the mountain's head, 

A freshening lustre mellow, 

Through all the long green fields has spread 

His first sweet evening yellow. / 

Books ! 'tis a dull and endless strife. 

Come, hear the woodland linnet, 10 

How sweet his music ; on my Ufe 

There 's more of wisdom in it. 

And hark ! how blithe the throstle sings ! 
And he is no mean preacher ; 
Come forth into the light of things, 15 

Let Nature be your teacher. 

She has a world of ready wealth. 
Our minds and hearts to bless — 
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health. 
Truth breathed by chearfulness. 20 
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One impulse from a vernal wood 
May teach you more of man ; 
Of moral evil and of good^ 
Than all the sages can. 

25 Sweet is the lore which nature brings ; 
Our meddling intellect 
Misshapes the beauteous forms of things ; 
— We murder to dissect. 

Enough of science and of art ; 
30 Close up these barren leaves ; 

Come forth, and bring with you a heart 
That watches and receives. 
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OLD MAN TRAVELLING ; 

ANIMAL TRANaiTILLITY AND DECAY, 
A SKETCH. 



The little hedge-row birds, 
That peek along the road, regard him not. 
He travels on, and in his face, his step, 
His gait, is one expression ; every limb. 
His look and bending figure, all bespeak 5 ^^ 

A man who does not move with pain, but moves yji<A 
With thought — He is insensibly subdued 
To settled quiet : he is one by whom 
All effort seems forgotten, one to whom 
Long patience has such mild composure given, 10 
That patience now doth seem a thing, of which 
He hath no need. He is by nature led 
To peace so perfect, that the young behold 
With envy, what the old man hardly feels^ 
— I asked him whither he was bound, and what 15 
The object of his journey ; he replied 
' Sir ! I am going many miles to take 
^ A last leave of my son, a mariner, 
'Who from a sea-fight has been brought to 
Falmouth, 
And there is dying in an hospital.' -^20 
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THE COMPLAINT OF A FORSAKEN 
INDIAN WOMAN. 



[When a Northern InAia/n, from sickness, is tmable to 

contintLC his journey with his companions ; he is left behind, 

covered over with Deer-skins, and is supjplied with water, 

food, and fuel if the situation of the place wiU afford it. He 

is informed of the track which his companions viUend to 

pursue, and if he is unable to foUow, or overtake them, he 

perishes alone in the Desart ; unless he should have the good 

fortune to fall in with some other Tribes of Indians. It is 

wrmecessary to add that the females are equally, or still 

mare, exposed to the same fate. See thai very interesting 

work, Hetmie's Journey from Hudson's Bay to the Northern 

Ocean. When the Northern Lights, as the same writer 

informs us, va/ry their position in the air, they make a 

rustling and a crackling noise. This circtumstance is alluded 

to in the first stanza of the following poem.] 



Before I see another day^ 
Oh let my body die away ! 
In sleep I heard the northern gleams ; 
The stars they were among my dreams ; 
In sleep did I behold the skies^ 
I saw the erackhng flashes drive ; 
And yet they are upon my eyes. 
And yet I am alive. 
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Before I see another day^ 

Oh let my body die away ! 10 

My fire is dead : it knew no pain ; 

Yet is it dead^ and I remain. 

All stiff with ice the ashes lie ; 

And they are dead, and I will die. 

When I was well, I wished to live, 15 

For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire ; 

But they to me no joy can give. 

No pleasure now, and no desire. 

Then here contented will I lie ; 

Alone I cannot fear to die. 20 

Alas ! you might have dragged me on 

Another day, a single one ! 

Too soon despair o'er me prevailed ; 

Too soon my heartless spirit failed ; 

When you were gone my limbs were stronger, 25 

And Oh how grievously I rue. 

That, afterwards, a little longer. 

My friends, I did not follow you ! 

For strong and without pain I lay. 

My friends, when you were gone away. 30 

My child ! they gave thee to another, 
A woman who was not thy mother. 
When from my arms my babe they took. 
On me how strangely did he look ! 
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35 Through his whole body something ran, 
A most strange something did I see ; 
— As if he strove to be a man. 
That he might pull the sledge for me. 
And then he stretched his arms, how wild ! 

40 Oh mercy ! like a little child ! 



My little joy ! my little pride I 
In two days more I must have died. 
Then do not weep and grieve for me ; 
I feel I must have died with thee. 

45 Oh wind that o'er my head art flying, 

The way my friends their course did bend, 
I should not feel the pain of dying. 
Could I with thee a message send. 
Too soon, my friends, you went away ; 

so For I had many things to say. 

I '11 follow you across the snow, 

You travel heavily and slow : 

In spite of all my weary pain, 

I '11 look upon your tents again. 
55 My fire is dead, and snowy white 

The water which beside it stood ; 

The wolf has come to me to-night. 

And he has stolen away my food. 

For ever left alone am I, 
60 Then wherefore should I fear to die ? 
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My journey will be shortly run, 

I shall not see another sun, 

I cannot lift my limbs to know 

If they have any life or no. 

My poor forsaken child ! if I 65 

For once could have thee close to me, 

With happy heart I then would die. 

And my last thoughts would happy be. 

I feel my body die away, 

I shall not see another day. 70 
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THE CONVICT. 



The glory of evening was spread through the 
west ; 
— On the slope of a mountain I stood^ 
While the joy that precedes the calm season 
of rest 
Rang loud through the meadow and wood. 

5 * And must we then part from a dwelling so fair ? ' 
In the pain of my spirit I said. 
And with a deep sadness I turned, to repair 
To the cell where the convict is laid. 

The thick-ribbed walls that o'ershadow the gate 
lo Resound ; and the dungeons unfold : 

I pause ; and at length, through the glimmering 
grate. 
That outcast of pity behold. 

His black matted head on his shoulder is bent. 
And deep is the sigh of his breath, 
IS And with stedfast dejection his eyes are intent 
On the fetters that link him to death. 
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Yet mj faacf kas famjul to Ibs keart. 



Mate Itfiifliic JHiHgfA ikerc:- 

bones jne umiwhL aad Ids Mt-hkxsd is 



With wislics tlie pssl to uodo : 
And his *'*^»^^^ timing tiie pams tiiat o'crvliel^ 
liiiii, liescneid; 
StUl bladkfiK amd grov^ od his 



When horn the dsk frnod, or biood-reeidn^ 
field, ' 1^ 

To his chamber the monsrch is kd. 
An soothers of scnie their ioft rirtoe shall jield. 

And quietness pOlov his bead. 

But if gneiy s^f-eoosomed; in oUmon woold 



And oonscience her tortares appease, js 

tmnnlt and uproar this man miist repose ; 
In the eomfoliess vaolt of dtsease. 

When his fetters at night ha^e so press'd on his 
timbsy 

That the wei^A can no longer be borne, 
\if while a half-^mnber his memoij bedims, 35 

The wretch 00 his pallet shoold torn. 



124 LYRICAL BALLADS 

While the jail-mastiff howls at the dull clank- 
ing chain^ 
From the roots of his hair there shall start 
A thousand sharp punctures of cold-sweating 
pain^ 
40 And terror shall leap at his heart. 

But now he half-raises his deep-sunken eye, 
And the motion unsettles a tear ; 

The silence of sorrow it seems to supply. 
And asks of me why I am here. 

45 * Poor victim ! no idle intruder has stood 

' With o'erweening complacence our state to 
compare, 
' But one, whose first wish is the wish to be good, 
' Is come as a brother thy sorrows to share. 

'At thy name though compassion her nature 
resign, 
so ' Though in virtue's proud mouth thy report 
be a stain, 
' My care, if the arm of the mighty were mine, 
' Would plant thee where yet thou might' st 
blossom again.' 



l^ 
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Five years haTe passed ; five summers^ with the 

length 
Of five long winters ! and again I hear 
These waters^ rolling from their mountain-springs 
With a sweet inland murmur.* — Once again 
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 5 

Which on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and connect 
The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
The day is come when I again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view lo 

These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard- tufts. 
Which, at this season, with their unripe fruits. 
Among the woods and copses lose themselves, 

* The river is not affected by the tidei * few milei above 
Tintem. 
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Nor, with their green and simple hue, disturb 
15 The wild green landscape. Once again I see 
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run wild ; these pastoral farms 
Green to the very door ; and wreathes of smoke 
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees, 
20 With some uncertain notice, as might seem. 
Of vagrant dwellers in the household woods. 
Or of some hermit's cave, where by his fire 
The hermit sits alone. 

Though absent long, 
These forms of beauty have not been to me, 

25 As is a landscape to a blind man's eye : 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet. 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart, 

30 And passing even into my purer mind 
With tranquil restoration : — feelings too 
Of unremembered pleasure ; such, perhaps. 
As may have had no trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man's life ; 

35 His little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust. 
To them I may have owed another gift. 
Of aspect more subhme ; that blessed mood. 
In which the burthen of the mystery, 

40 In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelHgible world 
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Is lighten'd : — that serene and blessed mood. 

In which the affections gently lead us on. 

Until, the breath of this corporeal frame. 

And even the motion of our human blood 45 

Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 

In body, and become a living soul : 

While with an eye made quiet by the power 

Of harmony, and the deep power of joy. 

We see into the life of things. 

If this 50 

Be but a vain belief, yet, oh ! how oft. 
In darkness, and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless day-light ; when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world. 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart, 55 

How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee 
O sylvan Wye ! Thou wanderer through the 

woods. 
How often has my spirit turned to thee ! 

And now, with gleams of half-extinguish'd 

thought. 
With many recognitions dim and faint, 60 

And somewhat of a sad perplexity, 
The picture of the mind revives again : 
While here I stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 
That in this moment there is life and food 65 

For future years. And so I dare to hope 
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Though changed^ no doubt^ from what I was, 

when first 
I came among these hills ; when like a roe 
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides 

70 Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams. 
Wherever nature led ; more like a man 
Flying from something that he dreads, than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, 

75 And their glad animal movements all gone by,) 
To me was all in all. — I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock. 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 

80 Their colours and their forms, were then to me 
An appetite : a feeling and a love. 
That had no need of a remoter charm. 
By thought supplied, or any interest 
Unborrowed from the eye. — That time is past, 

85 And all its aching joys are now no more, 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur : other gifts 
Have followed, for such loss, I would believe. 
Abundant recompence. For I have learned 

90 To look on nature, not as in the hour 

Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes 
The still, sad music of humanity. 
Not harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I Ji&ve felt 

95 A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
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Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 

Of something far more deeply interfused. 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 

And the round ocean, and the living air. 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man, 100 

A motion and a spirit^ that impels 

All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 

And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 

A lover of the meadows and the woods. 

And mountains ; and of all that we behold 105 

From this green earth ; of all the mighty world 

Of eye and ear, both what they half-create,* 

And what perceive ; well pleased to recognize 

In nature and the language of the sense. 

The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, no 

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 

Of all my moral being. 

Nor, perchance. 
If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
Suffer my genial spirits to decay : 
For thou art with me, here, upon the banks 115 

Of this fair river ; thou, my dearest Friend, 
My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice I catch 
The language of my former heart, and read 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oh ! yet a little while lao 

May I behold in thee what I was once^ 

* This line has a dose resemUanoe to ml ' 
Young, the exact expression of whUh I 

I 
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That on the banks of this delightful stream 

We stood together ; and that 1^ so long 

A worshipper of Nature, hither came. 

Unwearied in that service : rather say 

With warmer love, oh ! with far deeper zeal 155 

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget. 

That after many wanderings^ many years 

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs, 

And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 

More dear, both for themselves, and for thy sake. 160 
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PETER BELL. 

TO ROBERT SOUTHET, ESQ., P.L., nc 

Mt deak Fkikhd, 

The Tale of Peter BeQ, winefa I mm 
introduce to your notiee, and to that of the Pnfaiki, hae, in ite 
lianuBcript state, nearly fnrnred its mimoriijf; — ftx it ibst 
saw the light in the Bummer of 1796. During this long inlerfal, 
pains have been taken at different times to make tlieprodaetioB 
less unworthy of a ^vonzaUe reeeption ; or, rather, to ilt it for 
filling jjerroonent^jf a station, however himil^ IB the literatvre 
of my Country. This has, indeed, been the aim of all my en- 
deavoars in Poetry, whieh, yoa know, hare been snfBeieBtly 
laborious to prove that I deem the Art not lightly to be 
approached ; and that the attainment of ex^Hence in it, may 
laudably be made the principal object of iiwlectaal pnzsoH 
by any man, who, with reasonable consideration of eiream' 
stances, has &uth in his own impulses. 

The Poem of Peter Bell, as the Prologne will shew, was 
composed under a belief that the Imagination not only does 
not require for its exercise the intervention of snpemitttnd 
agency, but that> though such agency be ezehided, tiie faculty 
may be called f OTth as imperiously, and for kindred results of 
pleasure, by incidents, within the compass of poetic probability, 
in the htunblest departments of dafly life. Since that Prologue 
was written, you have exhibited most s^endid of 

judicious daring, in the opposite and usual eoorse. j 
acknowledgment make my peace i la 

supernatural ; and I am persuaded it ^ oe i 
to you, as a Master in that provinee of 
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Tale, whether from contrast or congruity, is a not nn- 
appropriate offering. Accept it, then, as a public testimony 
of affectionate admiration from one with whose name yoiir'B 
has been often coupled (to use your own words) for evil and 
for good ; and believe me to be, with earnest wishes that life 
and health may be granted you to complete the many important 
works in which you are engaged, and with high respect, 

Most faithfully your's, 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Rydal Mount, April 7, 1819. 



PROLOGUE. 

There 's something in a flying horse^ 
And something in a huge balloon ; 
But through the clouds I '11 never float 
Until I have a little Boat, 
5 Whose shape is like the crescent-moon. 

And now I luive a little Boat^ 
In shape a very crescent-moon : — 
Fast through the clouds my Boat can sail ; 
But if perchance your faith should fail, 
xo Look upland you shall see me soon ! 

The woods, my Friends, are round you roaring. 
Rocking and roaring like a sea ; 
The noise of danger fills your ears. 
And ye have all a thousand fears 
15 Both for my little Boat and me ! 
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Meanwhile I from the helm admire 

The pointed horns of my canoe ; 

And; did not pity touch my breast^ 

To see how ye are all distrest^ 

Till my ribs ach'd^ I 'd laugh at you ! 90 

Away we go, my Boat and I — 

Frail man ne'er sate in such another ; 

Whether among the winds we strive^ 

Or deep into the heavens we dive. 

Each is contented with the other. as 

Away we go — and what care we 

For treasons, tumults, and for wars ? 

We are as calm in our delight 

As is the crescent-moon so bright 

Among the scattered stars. 30 

Up goes my Boat between the stars 
Through many a breathless field of light. 
Through many a long blue field of ether. 
Leaving ten thousand stars beneath her. 
Up goes my little Boat so bright ! 35 

The Crab — the Scorpion — and the Bull — 

We pry among them all — have shot 

High o'er the red-hair'd race of Mars 

Cover'd from top to toe with scars ; 

Such company I like it not ! 40 

The towns in Saturn are ill-built. 

But proud let him be who has seen them ; 

The Pleiads, that appear to kiss 

Each other in the vast abyss. 

With joy I sail between them. 
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Swift Mercury resounds with mirth^ 
Great Jove is full of stately bowers^' 
But these^ and all thatlhey conl^. 
What are they to that tiny grain 
50 That darling speck of ours ? 

Then back to Earthy the dear green Earth ; 
Whole ages if I here should roam. 
The world for my remarks and me 
Would not a whit the better be ; 
55 I Ve left my heart at home. 

And there it is^ the matchless Earth ! 
There spreads the fam'd Pacific Ocean ! 
Old Andes thrusts yon craggy spear 
Through the grey clouds — the Alps are here, 
60 Like waters in commotion ! 

Yon tawny slip is Lybia's sands — 
That silver thread the river Dnieper — 
And look, where cloth'd in brightest green 
Is a sweet Isle, of isles the queen ; 
65 Ye fairies from all evil keep her ! 

And see the town where I was bom ! 
Around those happy fields we span 
In boyish gambols — I was lost 
Where I have been, but on this coast' 
70 I feel I am a man. 

Never did fifty things at once 
Appear so lovely, never, never, — 
How tunefully the forests ring ! 
To hear the earth's soft murmuring 
75 Thus could I hang for ever ! 
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^ Shame on you^' cried my little Boat^ 

^ Was ever such a heartless loon^ 

Within a living Boat to sit^ 

And make no better use of it^ 

A Boat twin-sister of the crescent-moon ! 80 

Out — out — and, like a brooding hen, 
Beside your sooty hearth-stone cower ; 
60, creep along the dirt, and pick 
Your way with your good walking-stick, 
Just three good miles an hour ! 85 

Ne'er in the breast of full-grown Poet 

Fluttered so faint a heart before — 

Was it the music of the spheres 

That overpower'd your mortal ears ? 

— Such din shall trouble them no more. 90 

These nether precincts do not lack 

Charms of their own ; — then come with me — 

I want a comrade, and for you 

There 's nothing that I would not do ; 

Nought is there that you shall not see. 95 

Haste ! and above Siberian snows 

We '11 sport amid the boreal morning. 

Will mingle with her lustres gliding 

Among the stars, the stars now hiding 

And now the stars adorning. zoo 

I know the secrets of a land 

Where human foot did never stray ; 

Fair is the land as evening skies. 

And cool, — though in the depth it lies 

Of burning Africa. 105 
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Or we '11 into the realm of Faery, 
Among the lovely shades of things; 
The shadowy forms of mountains bare. 
And streams, and bowers, and ladies £ur ; 
xxo The shades of palaces and kings ! 

Or, if you thirst with hardy zeal 
Less quiet regions to explore. 
Prompt voyage shall to you reveal 
How earth and heaven are taught to feel 
1x5 The might of magic lore ! ' 

^ My little vagrant Form of light. 
My gay and beautiful Canoe, 
Well have you play'd your friendly part ; 
As kindly take what from my heart 
1 30 Experience forces — then adieu ! 

Temptation lurks among your words ; 
But, while these pleasures you 're pursuing 
Without impediment or let. 
My radiant Pinnace, you forget 
X25 What on the earth is doing. 

There was a time when all mankind 
Did listen with a faith sincere 
To tuneful tongues in mystery vers'd ; 
Then Poets fearlessly rehears'd 
130 The wonders of a wild career. 

Go — but the world 's a sleepy world 
And 'tis, I fear, an age too late ; 
Take with you some ambitious Youth, 
For I myself, in very truth, 
X35 Am all unfit to be your mate. 
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Long have I lov'd what I behold^ 

The night that calms^ the day that cheers : 

The common growth of mother earth 

Suffices me — her tears^ her mirth^ 

Her humblest mirth and tears. 140 

The dragon's wing, the magic ring, 

I shall not covet for my dower. 

If I along that lowly way 

With sympathetic heart may stray 

And with a soul of power. 145 

These given, what more need I desire, 

To stir — to soothe — or elevate .'* 

What nobler marvels than the mind 

May in life's daily prospect find. 

May find or there create ? 150 

A potent wand doth Sorrow wield ; 
0Vhat spell so strong as guilty FearT) 
Repentance is a tender sprite ; • 

If aught on earth have heavenly might, 
'Tis lodg'd within her silent tear. 155 

But grant my wishes, — let us now 

Descend from this ethereal height ; 

Then take thy way, adventurous Skiff, 

More daring far than Hippogriff, 

And be thy own deUght ! 160 

To the stone-table in my garden, 

Lov'd haunt of many a summer hour. 

The Squire is come ; — his daughter Bess 

Beside him in the cool recess 

Sits blooming like a flower. 165 
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With these are many more convened ; 
They know not I have been so far — 
I see them there in number nine 
Beneath the spreading Wejrmouth pine — 
170 I see them — there £hey are ! 

There sits the Vicar^ and his Dame ; 
And there my good friend, Stephen Otter ; 
And, ere the light of evening fail, 
I To them I must relate the Tale 
175 1 Of Peter Bell the Potter.' 

I OflF flew my sparkling Boat in scorn, 
rVea in a trance of indignation ! 
And I, as well as 1 was able. 
On two poor legs, to my stone-table 
J 80 Limp'd on with some vexation. 

^ O, here he is ! ' cried little Bess — 
She saw me at the garden door, 
^ We 've waited anxiously and long,* 
They cried, and all around me throng, 
185 Full nine of them, or more ! 

^ Reproach me not — your fears be still — 
^ Be thankful we again have met ; — 
^ Resume, my Friends ! within the shade 
^ Your seats, and promptly shall be paid 
190 ^ The well-remembered debt/ 

Breath fail'd me as I spake — but soon 
With lips, no doubt, and visage pale. 
And sore too from a slight contusion, 
Did I, to cover my confusion, 
195 Begin the promised Tale. 
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PART FIRST. 

All by the moonlight river side 
It^ave three miserable groans ; 
^ Tis come then to a pretty pass^' 
\ Said Peter to the groaning Ass^ 
■ ' But I will bang your bones ! * 200 

* Good Sir ! * — ^the Vicar's voice exclaim'd^ 
' You rush at once into the middle ; ' 
And little Bess^ with accent sweeter^ 
Cried, ^ O dear Sir ! but who is Peter ? * 
Said Stephen^ — ^ 'Tis a downright riddle ! * 205 

The Squire said^ ^ Sure as paradise 

^ Was lost to man by Adam's sinning, 

^ This leap is for us all too bold ; 

^ Who Peter was, let that be told, 

' And start from the beginning.' 2x0 

' A potter,* Sir, he was by trade,* 

Said I, becoming quite collected ; 

^ And, wheresoever he appeared, 

' Full twenty times was Peter feared 

' For once that Peter was respected.' 215 

He two and thirty years or more 

Had been a wild and woodland rover ; 

Had heard the Atlantic surges roar 

On farthest Cornwall's rocky shore. 

And trod the cliffs of Dover. 220 

* In the dialect of the North, a hawker of earthen-ware is 
thus designated. 

K 
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And he had seen Caernarvon's towers^ 
And well he knew the spire of Sarum ; 
And he had heen where Lincoln hell 
Flings o'er the fen its ponderous knell^ 
235 Its far-renowned alarum ! 

At Doncaster, at York^ and Leeds^ 
And merry Carlisle had he heen ; 
And all along the Lowlands fair^ 
All through the bonny shire of Ayr— 
230 And far as Aberdeen. 

And he had been at Inverness ; 
And Peter, by the mountain rills. 
Had danced his round with Highland lasses ; 
\ And he had lain beside his asses 
235 |On lofty Cheviot Hills : 

And he had trudg'd through Yorkshire dales. 
Among the rocks and winding scars ; 
Where deep and low the hamlets lie 
Beneath their little patch of sky 
240 And little lot of stars : 

And all along the indented coast. 
Bespattered with the salt-sea foam ; 
Where'er a knot of houses lay. 
On headland, or in hollow bay ; — 
245 Sure never man like him did roam ! 

As well might Peter, in the Fleet, 
Have been fast bound, a begging debtor ; — 
He traveU'd here, he travelled there ; — 
But not the value of a hair 
850 Was heart or head the better. 
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He rov'd among the vales and streams^ 
In the green wood and hollow dell ; 
They were his dwellings night and day^ — 
^^t J^ure ne'er could find the way 
into,^he heart of Peter Bell. y 255 



In vain^ through every changeful year, 
*} Did Nature lead him as hefore^ 
<5^f j^. ' A primrose hy a river's hrim 
- -", \*| A yellow primrose was to him, 
)/^* ' And it was nothing more. j 260 

Small change it made in Peter's heart 

To see his gentle pannier'd train 

With more than vernal pleasure feeding, 

Where'er the tender grass was leading 

Its earliest green along the lane. 265 

In vain, through water, earth, and air. 

The soul of happy sound was spread. 

When Peter, on some April morn. 

Beneath the hroom or budding thorn. 

Made the warm earth his lazy bed. 270 

At noon, when by the forest's edge. 

He lay beneath the branches high. 

The soft blue sky did never melt 

Into his heart, — he never felt 

The witchery of the soft blue sky ! 275 

On a fair prospect some have look'd 

And felt, as I have heard them say. 

As if the moving time had been 

A thing as stedfast as the scene 

On which they gaz'd themselves away. 380 
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With Peter Bell, I need not tell 
That this had never been the case ;— 
He was a Carl as wild and rude 
As ever hue-and-cry pursued^ 
285 As ever ran a felon's race. 

Of all that lead a lawless life^ 
Of all that love their lawless lives. 
In city or in village small. 
He was the wildest far of all ; — 
290 He had a dozen wedded wives. — 

Nay start not ! — wedded wives — and twelve ! 
But how one wife could e'er come near him. 
In simple truth I cannot tell ; 
For be it said of Peter Bell 
295 To see him was to fear him. 

Though Nature could not touch his heart 
By lovely forms and silent weather. 
And tender sounds, yet you might see 
At once that Peter Bell and she 
300 Had often been together. 

' A savage wildness round him hung 
' As of a dweller out of doors ; 

In his whole figure and his mien 

A savage character was seen, 
305 Of mountains and of dreary moors. 

To all the unshap'd half human thoughts 
Which solitary Nature feeds 
'Mid summer storms or winter's ice, 
Had Peter join'd whatever vice 
310 The cruel city breeds. 
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His face was keen as is the wind 

That cuts along the hawthorn fence ; 

Of courage you saw little there^ 

But^ in its steady a medley air 

Of cunning and of impudence. 315 

He had a dark and sidelong walk^ 

And long and slouching was his gait ; 

Beneath his looks so bare and bold^ 

You might perceive, his spirit cold 

Was playing with some inward bait. 320 

His forehead wrinkled was and furr'd ; 

A work one half of which was done 

By thinking of his whens and hows ; 

/And half by knitting of his brow^t 

Beneath the glaring sun. * 325 

i 

There was a hardness in his cheek. 

There was a hardness in his eye. 

As if the man had fix'd his face. 

In many a solitary place. 

Against the wind and open sky ! 330 



One night, (and now, my little Bess ! 

We Ve reached at last the promised Tale ;) 

One beautiful November night. 

When the full moon was shining bright 

Upon the rapid river Swale, 335 

Along the river's winding banks 

Peter was travelling all alone ; — 

Whether to buy or sell, or led 

By pleasure running in his head. 

To me was never known. 340 
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He trudg'd along through copse and brake^ 
He trudg*d along o'er hill and dale ; 
Nor for the moon car'd he a tittle^ 
And for the stars he car'd as little^ 
345 And for the murmuring river Swale. 

But chancing to espy a path 
That promis'd to cut short the way ; 
As many a wiser man hath done^ 
He left a trusty guide for one 
350 That might his steps betray. 

To a thick wood he soon is brought 
Where cheerfully his course he weaves^ 
And whistling loud may yet be heard^ 
Though often buried^ like a bird 
355 Darkling among the boughs and leaves. 

But quickly Peter*s mood is chang'd^ 
And on he drives with cheeks that bum 
In downright fury and in wrath- 
There 's little sign the treacherous path 
360 Will to the road return ! 

The path grows dim^ and dimmer still ; 
Now up — now down — the rover wends 
With all the sail that he can carry ; 
Till he is brought to an old quarry^ 
365 And there the pathway ends. 

' What ! would'st thou daunt me grisly den } 
^ Back must I^ having come so £ftr ? 
^ Stretch as thou wilt thy gloomy jaws^ 
^ I '11 on^ nor would I give two straws 
370 ' For lantern or for star ! * 
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And so^ where on the huge rough stones 

The black and massy shadows hiy^ 

And through the dark^ and through the cold^ 

And through the yawning fissures old^ 

Did Peter boldly press his way. 375 

Right through the quarry ; — and behold 

A scene of soft and lovely hue ! 

Where blue^ and grey^ and tender green^ 

Together made as sweet a scene 

As ever human eye did view. 380 

Beneath the clear blue sky he saw 

A little field of meadow ground ; 

But field or meadow name it not ; 

Call it of earth a small green plot^ 

With rocks encompass'd round. 385 

The Swale flow'd under the grey rocks^ 

But he flow'd quiet and unseen ; — 

You need a strong and stormy gale 

To bring the noises of the Swale 

To that green spot^ so calm and green ! 390 

Now you '11 suppose that Peter Bell 

Felt small temptation here to tarry^ 

And so it was^ — but I must add^ 

His heart was not a little glad 

When he was out of the old quarry. 395 

And is there no one dwelling here^ 
No hermit with his beads and glass ? 
And does no little cott lo< 
Upon this soft and ue K r 
Does no one live near this gn 
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Across that deep and quiet spot 
Is Peter driving through the grass — 
. And now he is among the trees ; 
When^ turning round his head he sees 
405 v A solitary Ass. 

^ No doubt I 'm founder d in these woods — 
* For once,' quoth he, ^ I will be wise, 
^ With better speed I *11 back again — 
' And, lest the journey should prove vain, 
410 ^ Will take yon Ass, my lawful prize ! ' 

Off Peter hied, — ^ A comely beast ! 
' Though not so plump as he might be ; 
^ My honest friend, with such a platter, 
^ You should have been a little fatter, 
415 * But come. Sir, come with me ! * 

But first doth Peter deem it fit 
To spy about him far and near ; 
There 's not a single house in sight. 
No woodman's hut, no cottage light— 
420 Peter, you need not fear ! 

There 's nothing to be seen but woods 
And rocks that spread a hoary gleam. 
And this one beast that from the bed 
Of the green meadow hangs his head 
425 Over the silent stream. 

His head is with a halter bound ; 
The halter seizing, Peter leapt 
Upon the Ass's back, and plied 
With ready heel the creature's side ; 
430 But still the Ass his station kept. 
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^ What 's this ! ' cried Peter^ brandishiiig 

A new-peel'd sapling white as cream ; 

The Ass knew well what Peter said. 

But, as before, hung down his head 

Over the silent stream. 435 

Then Peter gave a sudden j irk, 

A jirk that from a dungeon floor 

Would have puUed up an iron ring ; 

But still the heavy-headed thing 

Stood just as he had stood before ! 440 

Quoth Peter, leaping from his seat, 

^ There is some plot against me laid ; ' 

Once more the little meadow ground 

And all the hoary cliffs around 

He cautiously surveyed. 445 

I All, all is silent, rocks and woods, 
All still and silent — far and near 
Only the Ass, with motion dull, 
Upon the pivot of his skull 
Turns round his long left ear. 450 

Thought Peter, What can mean all this ?— 

Some ugly witchcraft must be here ! 

Once more the Ass, with motion dull. 

Upon the pivot of his skull 

Turn'd round his long left ear. 455 

^ I *11 cure you of these desperate tricks '— 

And, with deliberate action slow. 

His staff high-raising, in the pride 

Of skill, upon the Ass's hide 

He dealt a sturdy blow. 460 
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Wliat followed ? — yielding to the shock 
The Ass^ as if to take his ease^ 
In quiet uncomplaining mood 
Upon the spot where he had stood 
465 Dropt gently down upon his knees. 

And then upon his side he fell 
And by the river's brink did lie ; 
And^ as he lay like one that moum'd^ 
The patient beast on Peter tum'd 
470 His shining hazel eye. 

'Twas but one mild^ reproachful look^ 
A look more tender than severe ; 
And straight in sorrow^ not in dread^ 
He tum'd the eye-ball in his head 
475 Towards the river deep and clear. 



Upon the beast the sapling rings^ — 
Heav'd his lank sides^ his limbs they stirr'd ; 
JHe gave a groan — and then another^ 
|Of that which went before the brother, 
480 !And then he gave a third : 



/ All by the moonlight river side 
. He gave three miserable groans, 
I ^ 'Tis come then to a pretty pass,' 
\ Said Peter to the groaning Ass, 
485 ^ ^ But I will han/g your bones ! ' 

And Peter halts to gather breath. 
And now full clearly was it shown 
(What he before in part had seen) 
How gaunt was the poor Ass and lean, 
490 Yea wasted to a skeleton ! 
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With legs stretched out and stiff he lay : — 
No word of kind commiseration 
Fell at the sight from Peter's tongue ; 
With hard contempt his heart was wrung^ 
With hatred and vexation. 495 

The meagre heast lay still as death — 

And Peter's lips with fury quiver — 

Quoth he^ ' You little mulish dog^ 

^ I '11 fling your carcase like a log 

' Head foremost down the river ! ' 500 

An impious oath confirmed the threat — 

But, while upon the ground he lay^ 

To all the echoes, south and norths 

And east and west^ the Ass sent forth 

A loud and piteous bray ! 505 

This outcry^ on the heart of Peter^ 

Seems like a note of joy to strike, — 

Joy on the heart of Peter knocks ; — 

But in the echo of the rocks 

Was something Peter did not like. 510 

Whether to cheer his coward breast^ 

Or that he could not break the chain^ 

In this serene and solemn hour^ 

Twin'd round him by demoniac power^ 

To the blind work he turn'd again. — 515 

Among the rocks and winding crags — 

Among the mountains far away — 

Once more the Ass did lengthen out 

More ruefully an endless shout^ 

The long dry seensaw of his horrible bray ! p» 



1 56 APPENDIX 

What is there now in Peter's heart? 
Or whence the might of this strange sound ? 
The moon uneasy look'd and dimmer^ 
The hroad hlue heavens appeared to glimmer^ 
525 And the rocks stagger'd {dl around. 

From Peter's hand the sapling dropp'd ! 
Threat has he none to execute — 
^ If any one should come and see 
^ That I am here, they '11 think,' quoth he, 
530 ^ I 'm helping this poor d3dng hrute.' 

He scans the Ass from limb to limb ; 
And Peter now uplifts his eyes ; — 
Steady the moon doth look and clear. 
And like themselves the rocks appear, 
535 And tranquil are the skies. 

Whereat, in resolute mood, once more 
He stoops the Ass's neck to seize — 
Foul purpose, quickly put to flight ! 
For in the pool a startling sight 
540 Meets him, beneath the shadowy trees. 

Is it the moon's distorted face ? 
The ghost-like image of a cloud ? 
Is it a gallows there pourtray'd ? 
Is Peter of himself afraid ? 
545 Is it a coffin, — or a shroud ? 

A grisly idol hewn in stone? 
Or imp from witch's lap let fall ? 
Or a gay ring of shining fairies. 
Such as pursue their brisk vagaries 
550 In sylvan bower, or haunted hall ? 
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Is it a fiend that to a stake 

Of fire his desperate self is tethering ? 

Or stubborn spirit doom'd to yell 

In solitary ward or cell^ 

Ten thousand miles from all his brethren ? 555 

Is it a party in a parlour ? 

Cramm'd just as they on earth were cramm'd — 

Some sipping punchy some sipping tea^ 

But^ as you by their faces see^ 

All silent and all damn'd ! 560 

A throbbing pulse the Gazer hath — 

Puzzled he was^ and now is daunted ; 

He looks^ he cannot choose but look ; 

Like one intent upon a book — 

A book that is enchanted. 565 

Ah, well-a-day for Peter Bell ! — 

He will be turned to iron soon. 

Meet Statue for the court of Fear ! 

His hat is up — and every hair 

Bristles — and whitens in the moon ! 570 

,He looks — he ponders — looks again ; 

. He sees a motion — hears a groan ; — 
His eyes will burst — his heart will break — 
He gives a loud and frightful shriek, 
And drops, a senseless weight, as if his life were 
flown ! 575 
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PART SECOND. 

We left our Hero in a trance^ 
Beneath the alders, near the river ; 
The Ass is by the river side^ 
And^ where the feeble breezes glide, 
580 Upon the stream the moon-beams quiver. 

A happy respite !— but he wakes ; — 
And feels the glimmering of the moon — 
And to stretch forth his hands is tr3ring ; 
Sure, when he knows where he is lying, 
585 He '11 sink into a second swoon. 

He lifts his head — he sees his staff ; 
He touches — 'tis to him a treasure ! 
Faint recollection seems to tell 
That he is yet where mortals dwell — 
590 A thought received with languid pleasure ! 

His head upon his elbow propp'd, 
Becoming less and less perplex'd 
Sky-ward he looks — to rock and wood — 
And then — upon the placid flood 
595 His wandering eye is fix'd. 

Thought he, that is the face of one 
In his last sleep securely bound ! 
So, faltering not in this intent. 
He makes his staff an instrument 
600 The river's depth to sound. — 
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Now — like a tempeBt^hatter'd bark 
That overwhelm'd and prostrate lies 
And in a moment to the vetge 

CIb lifted of a foaming surge — v. 
Full suddenly the Aas doth rise ! ) 

His staring bouee all shake with joy — 
Aad close by Peter's side he stands : 
While Peter o'er the river benda. 
The little Ass his neck extends. 
And fondly licks his hands. 

Such life is in the Ass's eyes — 
Such life is in his limbs and ears — 
That Peter Bell, if he had been 
The veriest coward ever seen. 
Must now have thrown aside his fears. 

The Ass looks on — and to his work 
Is Peter quietly resign'd ; 
He touches here — he touches there — 
And now among the dead man's hair 
His sapling Peter has entwin'd. 

He pulls— and looks — and pulls again ; 
And be whom the poor Ass had lost, 
The man who had been four days dead, 
Head foremost from the river's bed 
Uprises — like a ghott ! 

And Peter draws him to dry land ; 

And tliroii^li tlie brain of Peter pass 
Some poiguaut twitches, fast and faster, 
' No doubt,' quoth he, ' he is the master 
' Of this poor miserable Am I ' 
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The meagre Shadow all this while — 
What aim is his? what is he doing? 
His sudden fit of joy is flown^— 
He on his knees hath laid him down^ 
635 As if he were his grief renewing. 

That Peter on his hack should mount 
He shows a wish^ well as he can^ 
^ I '11 go, I *11 go, whatever betide — 
' He to his home my way will guide, 
640 ^ The cottage of the drowned man.' 

This utter'd, Peter mounts forthwith 
Upon the pleased and thankful Ass ; 
And then, without a moment's stay. 
The earnest creature tum'd away, 
645 Leaving the body on the grass. 

Intent upon his faithful watch 
The beast four days and nights had pass'd ; 
A sweeter meadow ne'er was seen. 
And there the Ass four days had been, 
650 Nor ever once did break his fast ! 

Yet firm his step, and stout his heart ; 
The mead is cross'd — the quarry's mouth 
Is reach'd — but there the trusty guide 
Into a thicket turns aside, 
655 And takes his way towards the south. 

When hark, a burst of doleful sound ! 
And Peter honestly might say. 
The like came never to his ears 
Though he has been full thirty years 
660 A rover night and day ! 
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'Tis not a plover of the moors^ 

Tis not a bittern of the fen ; 

Nor can it be a barking fox — 

Nor night-bird chamber'd in the rocks — 

Nor wild-cat in a woody glen ! 665 

The Ass is startled — and stops short 

Right in the middle of the thicket ; 

And Peter^ wont to whistle loud 

Whether alone or in a crowds 

Is silent as a silent cricket 670 



What ails you now^ my little Bess ? 

Well may you tremble and look grave ! 

This cry — that rings along the wood^ 

This cry — ^that floats adown the floods 

Comes from the entrance of a cave : 675 

I see a blooming Wood-boy there^ 

I And^ if I had the power to say 
v> I How sorrowful the wanderer is, 
r^ I Your heart would be as sad as his 

; Till you had kiss'd his tears away ! 680 

> 

1 Holding a hawthorn branch in hand, 
'. All bright with berries ripe and red ; 
Into the cavern's mouth he peeps— 
Thence back into the moonlight creeps ; 
What seeks the boy ?— the silent dead 1 Ms 

His father !— Him doth he require, 

Wliom he hath sought with fruitless paios^ 

Among the rocks, behind the trees. 

Now creeping on his bands and ksMNMi, 

Now running o'er the open plains* ^ 

L 
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And hither is he come at last^ 
When he through such a day has gone. 
By this dark cave to be distrest 
Like a poor bird — her plundered nest 
695 Hovering around with dolorous moan ! 

Of that intense and piercing cry 
The listening Ass doth rightly spell ; 
Wild as it is he there can read 
Some intermingled notes that plead 
700 With touches irresistible ; 

But Peter^ when he saw the Ass 
Not only stop but tum^ and change 
The cherish'd tenor of his pace 
That lamentable noise to chase^ 
705 It wrought in him conviction strange ; 

A faith that^ for the dead man's sake 
And this poor slave who lov'd him well^ 
Vengeance upon his head will fall^ 
Some visitation worse than all 
710 Which ever till this night befel. 

Meanwhile the Ass to gain his end 
Is striving stoutly as he may ; 
But^ while he climbs the woody hill^ 
The cry grows weak — and weaker stilly 
775 And now at last it dies away ! 

So with his freight the creature turns 
Into a gloomy grove of beech^ 
Along the shade with footstep true 
Descending slowly^ till the two 
720 The open moonlight reach. 
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And there, along a narroir dell, 

A fair smooth pathway you diseem, 

A length of green and open road — 

As if it from a fountain flowed — 

Winding away between the fern. 72$ 

The rocks that tower on either side 
Build up a wild fantastic scene ; 
Temples like those among the Hindoos, 
And mosques, and spires, and abbey windows, 
And castles all with ivy green ! 7^0 

And, while the Ass pursues his way. 

Along this solitary dell. 

As pensively his steps advance. 

The mosques and spires change countenance, 

And look at Peter Bell ! 73s 

Tliat unintelligible cry 

Hath left him high in preparation, — 

Convinced that he, or soon or late. 

This very night, will meet his fate — 

And so he sits in expectation ! 740 

The verdant pathway, in and out. 

Winds upwards like a straggling chain ; 

And, when two toilsome miles are past, 

Up through the rocks it leads at last 

Into a high and open plain. 745 

The strenuous animal hath clomb 

With the green path, — and now he wends 

Where, shining like the smoothest sea. 

In undisturbed immensity 

The level plain extends. 750 
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How blank ! — ^but whence this nulling mmnd 
Which, mil too long, the pair hath rhaaad ! 
— ^A dancing leaf is dose behind. 
Light plaything for the sportive wind 
755 Upon that solitary waste. 

When Peter spies the withered leaf. 
It yields no cure to his distress — 
' Where there is not a bush or tree, 
' The very leaves they follow me — 
760 ' So huge hath been my wickedness ! ' 

To a close lane they now are come. 
Where, as before, the enduriQgJU^ 
Moves on without a^om&nt's stop. 
Nor once turns round his head to crop 
765 A bramble leaf or blade of grass. 

Between the hedges as they go 
The white dust sleeps upon the lane ; 
And Peter, ever and anon 
Back-looking, sees upon a stone 
770 Or in the dust, a crimson stain. 

A stain — as of a drop of blood 
By moonlight made more fiunt and wan — 
Ha ! why this comfortless despair ? 
He knows not how the blood comes there, 
775 And Peter is a wicked man. 

At length he spies a bleeding wound. 
Where he had struck the Ass's head ; 
He sees the blood, knows what it is, — 
A glimpse of sudden joy was his, 
780 But then it quickly fled ; 
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Of him whom sudden death htm lelMd 
(He thought,— of thee, O faithfbl Am |N 
S^nd once again thoie darting paini. 
As meteors shoot through heaven's wide p]aln«| 
Pass through his hosom— and repass I j9§ 
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I've heard of one, a gentle sottl^ 

Though given to sadness and to 0mm, 

And for the fkct will rotti;h^— «m# uighi 

It chanc'd that hy a taper's ll|^i 

This man was reading Iji hi§rmm ', f^ 

Reading, as you or I mfglii rmd 

At night in any pimts hiok, 

When sudden hUekmm 0¥mf§prm4 

The snow-white ptge on w)ik^ b# fm4^ 

And made the good omw ffrntd Mm i^, m 

The chamber wMt wmo 4#rk #}f rmmi^^ 

And to bis hook b# iur^4 H^s^^ > 

~Tbe hght bad Mt tb# f(Oo4 mf^§ if^f 

And farm*A iUdfufOU Hm ff^^ 

Into large U^Jb»ffh=rhri^ §mfkm i ^ 

The codlv hofilk was fat file iMMdsrr 

^mm^Um^ ^rW wP^V 1^^^^^^ i^^WVIFfV W^^W^^^ w^^^^^T ^^^^Hr^ 

Appeared^ <et faftfi to iS t#) Wi ^ /lff»y^ 
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The ghostly word^ which thus was fram'd^ 
Did never from his lips depart ; 
But he hath said^ poor gentle wight ! 
It brought full many a sin to light 
8zo Out of the bottom of his heart. 

Dread Spirits ! to torment the good 
Why wander from your course so far^ 
Disordering colour form and stature ! 
— Let good men feel the soul of Nature^ 
815 And see things as they are. 

I know you^ potent Spirits ! well, 
How^ with the feeling and the sense 
Playing, ye govern foes or friends, 
Yok'd to your will, for fearful ends — 
820 And this I speak in reverence ! 

But might I give advice to you. 
Whom in my fear I love so well. 
From men of pensive virtue go. 
Dread Beings ! and your empire show 
825 On hearts like that of Peter Bell. 

Your presence I have often felt 
In darkness and the stormy night ; 
And well I know, if need there be. 
Ye can put forth your agency 
830 When earth is calm, and heaven is bright. 

Then, coming from the wayward world. 
That powerful world in which ye dwell. 
Come, Spirits of the Mind ! and try 
To night, beneath the moonlight sky, 
835 What may be done with Peter Bell ! 
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— O^ would that some more skilful voice^ 

My further labour might prevent ! 

Kind listeners^ that around me sit^ 

I feel that I am all unfit 

For such high argument 840 

I *ve play'd and danc'd with my narration — 

I loiter'd long ere I began ; 

Ye waited then on my good pleasure^ — 

Pour out indulgence stilly in measure 

As liberal as ye can ! 845 

Our travellers, ye remember well. 

Are thridding a sequestered lane ; 

And Peter many tricks is trying. 

And many anodynes applying. 

To ease his conscience of its pain. 850 

By this his heart is lighter far ; 

And, finding that he can account 

So clearly for that crimson stain. 

His evil spirit up again 

Does like an empty bucket mount. 855 

And Peter is a deep logician 

Who hath no lack of wit mercurial ; 

^ Blood drops — leaves rustle — yet,' quoth he, 

^ This poor man never, but for me, 

^ Could have had Christian burial. 860 

^ And, say the best you can, 'tis plain 

^ That here hath been some wicked dealing ; 

' No doubt the devil in me wrought ; 

^ I 'm not the man who could have thought 

' An Ass like this was worth the stealing ! ' 865 
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So from his pocket Peter takes 
His shining horn tobacco-box^ 
And^ in a light and careless way 
As men who with their purpose play^ 
870 Upon the lid he knocks. 

Let them whose voice can stop the clouds — 
Whose cunning eye can see the wind — 
.Tell to a curious world the cause 
Why^ making here a sudden pause, 
875 The Ass tum'd round his head — and grinn'd. 

Appalling process ! — I have mark'd 
The like on heath — in lonely wood, 
And^^erily^ have seldom, met 
A spectacle more hideousV-yet 
880 It suited Peter's present mood. 



And^ grinning in his turn, his teeth 
iHe in jocose defiance show'd — 
When, to confound his spiteful mirth, 
A murmur, pent within the earth, 
885 In the dead earth beneath the road, 

Roird audibly ! — it swept along — 
A muffled noise — a rumbling sound ! 
'Twas by a troop of miners made. 
Plying with gunpowder their trade, 
890 Some twenty fathoms under ground. 

^mall cause of dire effect ! — ^for, surely. 
If ever mortal. King or Cotter, 
Believed that earth was charg'd to quake 
And yawn for his unworthy Bake, 
895 Twas Peter Bell the Potter ! 



( 
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But^ as an oak in breathless air 

Will stand though to the centre hewn^ 

Or as the weakest things^ if frost 

Have stiffened them^ maintain their post^ 

So he^ beneath the gazing moon ! — 900 

But now the pair have reached a spot 

Where, sheltered by a rocky cove, 

A little chapel stands alone. 

With greenest ivy overgrown. 

And tufted with an ivy grove. 905 

Dying insensibly away 

From human thoughts and purposes, j 

The building seems, wall, roof, and tower. 

To bow to some transforming power. 

And blend with the surrounding trees. 9x0 

Deep sighing as he passed along. 
Quoth Peter, ' In the shire of Fife, 
^ 'Mid such a ruin, following still 
' From land to land a lawless will, 
^ I married my sixth wife ! ' 915 

PThe unheeding Ass moves slowly on, J 
And now is passing by an inn ^ 

Brim-full of a carousing crew. 
Making, with curses not a few. 
An uproar and a drunken din. 930 

I cannot well express the thoughts 
Which Peter in those noises found ; — 
A stifling power compressed his frame. 
As if confusing darkness came 
Over that dull and dreary sound. 935 
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For well did Peter know the sound ; 
The Linguage of those drunken joys 
To him^ a jovial soul I ween^ 
But a few hours ago had been 
930 A gladsome and a welcome noise. 

Now, tum'd adrift into the past^ 
He finds no solace in his course ; — 
Like planet-stricken men of yore 
He trembles, smitten to the core 
935 By strong compunction and remorse. 

But more than all, his heart is stung 
To think of one, almost a child ; 
A sweet and playful Highland girl. 
As light and beauteous as a squirrel^ 
940 As beauteous and as wild ! 

A lonely house her dwelling was, 
A cottage in a healthy dell ; 
And she put on her gown of green. 
And left her mother at sixteen, 
945 And followed Peter Bell. 

But many good and pious thoughts 
Had she ; and, in the kirk to pray. 
Two long Scotch miles, through rain or snow. 
To kirk she had been used to go, 
950 Twice every sabbath-day. 

And, when she followed Peter Bell, 
It was to lead an honest life ; 
For he, with tongue not used to falter. 
Had pledg'd his troth before the altar 
955 To love her as his wedded wife. 
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A mother's hope is her's ; — but soon 

She droop'd and pin'd like one forlorn ; — 

From Scripture she a name did borrow ; 

Benoni^ or the child of sorrow^ 

She call'd her babe unborn. 960 

For she had learn'd how Peter liv'd. 

And took it in most grievous part ; 

She to the very bone was worn. 

And, ere that little child was bom. 

Died of a broken heart. 965 

And now the Spirits of the Mind 

Are busy with poor Peter Bell ; 

Distraction reigns in soul and sense. 

And reason drops in impotence 

From her deserted pinnacle ! 970 

Close by a brake of flowering fiirze 

(Above it shivering aspins play) 

He sees an unsubstantial creature. 

His very self in form and feature. 

Not four yards from the broad highway ; 97s 

And stretch'd beneath the furze he sees 

The Highland girl — it is no other ; 

And hears her crying, as she cried 

The very moment that she died, 

^ My mother ! oh my mother ! ' 980 

The sweat pours down from Peter's face. 

So grievous is his heart's contrition ; 

With agony his eye-balls ache 

While he beholds by the furze-brake 

This miserable vision ! 985 
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(Calm is the well-deserving bruta^ 
HU peace^ hath no offence betra/d ^ 
fiat now^ while down that slope he wends^ 
A voice to Peter's ears ascends, 
990 Resounding from the woody glade : 

Though clamorous as a hunter's horn 
Re-echoed from a naked rock^ 
'Tis from that tabernacle — List ! 
Within, a fervent Methgdiat. 
995 Is preaching to noTfiieedless flock ! 

^ Repent ! repent ! ' he cries aloud, 
' While yet ye may find mercy ; — strive 
^To love the Lord with all your might ; 
^Tum to him, seek him day and night, 
1000 ^ And save your souls alive ! 

^ Repent ! repent ! though ye have gone 
^ Through paths of wickedness and woe 
'After the Babylonian harlot, 
' And though your sins be red as scarlet 
Z005 ^ They shall be white as snow ! ' 

Even as he pass'd the door, these words 
Did plainly come to Peter's ears. 
And they such joyful tidings were 
The joy was more than he could bear — 
[He melted into tears^ 



' ^Sweet tears of hope and tenderness ! 
And fast they fell, a plenteous shower ! 
His nerves, his sinews seem'd to melt ; 
Through all his iron frame was felt 
1015 A gentle, a relaxing power ! 
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Each fibre of his frame was weak^ 

Weak all the animal within, 

fiut in its helplessness grew mild 

And gentle as an infant child. 

An infant that has known no sin. xoao 

'Tis said, that through prevailing grace 

He not unmov'd did notice now 

The cross * upon thy shoulders scored 

Meek beast ! in memory of the Lord 

To whom all human-kind shall bow ; 1025 

In memory of that solemn day 

When Jesus humbly deign'd to ride 

Entering the proud Jerusalem, 

By an immeasurable stream 

Of shouting people deified ! X030 

Meanwhile the persevering Ass, 

Towards a gate in open view 

Turns up a narrow lane ; his chest 

Against the yielding gate he pressed. 

And quietly pass'd through. 1035 

And up the stony lane he goes ; 

No ghost more softly ever trod ; 

Among the stones and pebbles, he 

Sets down his hoofs inaudibly. 

As if with felt his hoofs were shod. 1040 

Along the lane ^e trusty Ass ^ 

Had gone two hundred yards, not more ; 

When to a lonely house he came ; 

He tum'd aside towards the same 

And stopp'd before the door. X045 

* The notion is very general, that the Crofls on the back and 
shonlden of this Animal has the origin here alluded to. 
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Thought Peter^ 'tis the poor man's home ! 
He listens — ^not a sound is heard 
Save from the trickling household rill ; 
But^ stepping o*er the cottage-sill^ 
1050 Forthwith a little girl appear'd. 

She to the meeting-house was bound 
In hope some tidings there to gather — 
No glimpse it is — no doubtful gleam — 
She saw — and utter'd with a scream^ 
IOS5 ^ My father ! here *s my father ! ' 

The very word was plainly heard. 
Heard plainly by the wretched Mother — 
Her joy was like a deep affright ; 
And forth she rush'd into the light, 
1060 And saw it was another ! 

And instantly, upon the earth 
' Beneath the full-moon shining bright, 
Close at the Ass's feet she fell ; 
At the same moment Peter Bell 
1065 Dismounts in most unhappy plight. 

What could he do ? — ^The Woman lay 
Breathless and motionless ; — the mind 
Of Peter sadly was confus'd ; 
But, though to such demands unus'd, 
1070 And hapless almost as the blind. 

He rais'd her up ; and, while he held 
Her body prop'd against his knee. 
The Woman wak'd — and when she spied 
The poor Ass standing by her side, 
lo^^ She moan'd most bitterly. • 
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^ Oh ! God be prais'd — my heart 's at ease— 

^ For he is dead — I know it well I ' 

— At this she wept a bitter flood ; 

And^ in the best way that he could^ 

His tale did Peter tell. xoSo 

He trembles — he is pale as death — 

His voice is weak with perturbation — 

He turns aside his head — he pauses ; 

Poor Peter from a thousand causes 

Is crippled sore in his narration. 1085 

At length she leam'd how he espied 

The Ass in that small meadow ground ; 

And that her husband now lay dead^ 

Beside that luckless river's bed 

In which he had been drown'd. 1090 

A piercing look the sufferer cast 
Upon the beast that near her stands ; 
She sees 'tis he^ that 'tis the same ; 
/She calls the poor Ass by his name^ ^ 
^ And wrings^ and wrings her hands. ^ 1095 

' O wretched loss ! — untimely stroke ! 
^ If he had died upon his bed ! 
' — He kliew not one forewarning pain — 
' He never will come home again — 
' Is dead — for ever dead ! ' 



ZIOO 



Beside the Woman Peter stands ; 
His heart is opening more and more ; 
A holy sense pervades his mind ; 
He feels what he for human kind 
Had never felt before. 
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At lengthy by Peter's aim sustain'd. 
The Woman rises from the ground — 
' Oh^ mercy ! something must be dona^ — 
' My little Rachael^ you must run^ 
mo ^ Some willing neighbour must be found. 

' Make haste — ^my little Rachael— do ! 
' The first you meet with bid him come> — 
' Ask him to lend his horse to-night^^ 
^ And this good man, whom Heaven requite, 
IX 15 ^ Will help to bring the body home.' 

Away goes Rachael weeping loud ; — 
An infant, waked by her distress. 
Makes in the house a piteous cry, — 
And Peter hears the Mother sigh, 
1 120 ^ Seven are they, and all fatherless ! ' 

And now is Peter taught to feel 
That man's heart is a holy thing ; 
And Nature, through a world of death. 
Breathes into him a second breath, 
1125 More searching than the breath of spring. 

Upon a stone the Woman sits 
In agony of silent grief— 
From his own thoughts did Peter start ; 
He longs to press her to his heart, 
T130 From love that cannot find relief. 

But rous'd, as if through every limb 
Had pass'd a sudden shock of dread. 
The Mother o'er the threshold flies. 
And up the cottage stair she hies, 
1x35 And to the pillow gives her burning head. 
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And Peter turns his steps aside 

Into a shade of darksome trees. 

Where he sits down^ he knows not how. 

With his hands press'd against his brow. 

And resting on his tremulous knees. 1x40 

There, self-involv*d, does Peter sit 

Until no sign of life he makes. 

As if his mind were sinking deep 

Through years that have been long asleep ! 

The trance is past away — he wakes, — 1145 

He turns his head — and sees the Ass 

Yet standing in the clear moonshine, 

^ When shall I be as good as thou ? 

^ Oh ! would, poor beast, that I had now 

^ A heart but half as good as thine ! ' 1150 

— ^But He — who deviously hath sought 

His father through the lonesome woods. 

Hath sought, proclaiming to the ear 

Of night his inward grief and fear — 

He comes — escaped from fields and floods ; — 1155 

With weary pace is drawing nigh — 

He sees the Ass — and nothing living 

Had ever such a fit of joy 

As had this little orphan Boy, 

For he has no misgiving ! zi6o 

Towards the gentle Ass he springs. 

And up about his neck he climbs ; 

In loving words he talks to him. 

He kisses, kisses face and limb, — 

He kisses him a thousand times ! 1x65 
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This Peter sees^ while in the shade 
He stood beside the cottage door : 
And Peter Bell, the ruffian wild. 
Sobs loud, he sobs even like a child, 
XX70 ^ Oh ! God, I can endure no more ! ' 

— Here ends my Tale : — for in a trice 
Arrived a neighbour with his horse ; 
Peter went forth with him straightway ; 
And, with due care, ere break of day 
"75 Together they brought back the Corse. 

And many years did this poor Ass, 
Whom once it was my luck to see 
Cropping the shrubs of Leming-Lane, 
Help by his labour to maintain 
1 180 The Widow and her family. 

' And Peter Bell, who, till that night. 
Had been the wildest of his clan. 
Forsook hia crimes, ^ej^ssed his folly. 
And, after ten mon^^s!.«Ml^choly, 
1 185 Became a good and hotlest man. 
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enamoured of her future Bon-in-lAw, and praetiaed ereiy art^ 
both of endearment and of calumny, to transfer hia aflieetioiiB 
from her daughter to herself. (The outlines of the Tale are 
positive facts, and of no very distant date, though the Author 
has purposely altered the names and the scene of action, as 
well as invented the characters of the parties and the detail 
of the incidents.) Edward, however, though perplexed by 
her strange detractions from her daughter's good qualities, 
yet in the innocence of his own heart still mistaking her 
increasing fondness for motherly affection; she at length, 
overcome by her miserable passion, after much abuae of 
Mary's temper and moral tendencies, exclaimed with violent 
emotion — * O Edward ! indeed, indeed, she is not fit for 70a — 
she has not a heart to love you as you deserve. It is I that 
love you ! Marry me, Edward ! and I will this very day 
settle all my property on you.' The Lover's eyes were now 
opened ; and thus taken by surprise, whether from the effect 
of the horror which he felt, acting as it were hysterically on 
his nervous system, or that at the first moment he loat the 
sense of the guilt of the proposal in the feeling of its strange- 
ness and absurdity, he flung her from him and burst into a fit 
of laughter. Irritated by this almost to frenzy, the woman fell 
on her knees, and in a loud voice that approached to a scream, 
she prayed for a curse both on him and on her own child. 
Mary happened to be in the room directly above them, heard 
Edward's laugh, and her mother's blasphemous prayer, and 
fainted away. He, hearing the fall, ran upstairs, and talking 
her in his arms, carried her off to Ellen's home ; and after 
some fruitless attempts on her part toward a reconciliation 
with her mother, she was married to him. — And here the 
third part of the Tale begins. 

I was not led to choose this story from any partiality to 
tragic, much less to monstrous events (though at the time 
that I composed the verses, somewhat more than twelve yean 
ago, I was less averse to such subjects than at present^ bat 
from finding in it a striking proof of the possible effect on the 
imagination from an Idea violently and suddenly imprcimod 
on it. I had been reading Bryan Edwards's account of the 
effect of the Oby witchcraft on the Negroes in the West 
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Indies, and Hetmfi's deeplj intereBtixig MwncJotnB of BimilKr 
workings on tlie Jrm^ihwiitKm of the Ckipper TudiMw (tbose of 
my readera who hare it in Hisai power will be weQ repaid for 
the trouble of reierimg to those warks for the passages aUnded 
to) ; and I oonoeived the deagn of showing that instanoee of 
this kind are not peculiar to savage or barbarous tribes, and 
of illustrating the mode in which the mind is affected in theae 
cases, and the progress and symptams of the moibid action on 
the fancy fimn the beginning. 

The Tale is sq^oeed to be nanmted by an old Serton, in a 
country church-yard, to a traveller iHiose curiosity had been 
awakened by the appearance of three graves, dose by eaadi 
other, to two only of whidi there were gravestones. On the 
first of these was the name, and dates, as usual: on the 
second, no name, but only a date, and the words, * The Mercy 
of God is infinite.' [Sept. 21, 1809.] 



The grapes upon the Vicar's wall 

Were ripe as ripe could be ; 
And yellow leaves in sun and wind 

Were falling from the tree. 

On the hedge-elms in the narrow lane s 

Still swung the spikes of com : 
Dear Lord ! it seems but yesterday — 

Young Edward's marriage-mom. 

Up through that wood behind the churchy 
There leads from Edward's door >o 

A mossy tracks all over boughed^ 
For half a mile or more. 

And from their hou^e-door hy that imek 

The bride and bridegroom went ; 
Sweet Marjr^ thoa^ »he wm not gMf, i$ 

Seemed cheerfal aad eontent 
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But when they to the church-yard came^ 

I 've heard poor Mary say^ 
As soon as she stepped into the sun^ 
3o Her heart it died away. 



And when the Vicar joined their handa^ 
Her limbs did creep and freeze ; 

But when they prayed^ she thought she 
Her mother on her knees. 



35 And o'er the church-path they returned — 
I saw poor Mary's back^ 
Just as she stepped beneath the boughs 
Into the mossy track. 

Her feet upon the mossy track 
30 The married maiden set : 

That moment — I have heard her say — 
She wished she could forget. 

The shade o'er-flushed her limbs with heat — 
Then came a chill like death : 
35 And when the merry bells rang out^ 
They seemed to stop her breath. 

Beneath the foulest mother's curse 

No child could ever thrive : 
A mother is a mother stilly 
40 The holiest thing alive. 

So five months passed : the mother still 

Would never heal the strife ; 
But Edward was a loving man^ 

And Mary a fond wife. 
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^ My sister may not visit us^ 45 

My mother says her nay : 

Edward ! you are all to me^ 

1 wish for your sake I could be 
More lifesome and more gay. 

^ I 'm dull and sad ! indeed^ indeed 50 

I know I have no reason ! 
Perhaps I am not well in healthy 

And 'tis a gloomy season.' 

'Twas a drizzly time — no ice^ no snow ! 

And on the few fine days ss 

She stirred not out^ lest she might meet 

Her mother in the ways. 

But Ellen^ spite of miry ways 

And weather dark and dreary^ 
Trudged every day to Edward's house^ 60 

And made them all more cheery. 

Oh ! Ellen was a faithful friend^ 

More dear than any sister ! 
As cheerful too as singing lark ; 
And she ne'er left them till 'twas dark^ 65 

And then they always missed her. 

And now Ash-Wednesday came — ^that day 

But few to church repair : 
For on that day you know we read 

The Commination prayer. 70 

Our late old Vicar^ a kind man. 

Once, Sir, he said to me. 
He wished that service was clean out 

Of our good liturgy. 
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75 The mother walked into the church — 
To Ellen's seat she went : 
Though Ellen always kept her church 
All church-days during Lent. 

And gentle Ellen welcomed her 
80 With courteous looks and mild : 

Thought she^ ^ what if her heart should melt^ 
And all be reconciled ! ' 

The day was scarcely like a day — 
The clouds were black outright : 
85 And many a nighty with half a moon^ 
I 've seen the church more light. 

The wind was wild ; against the glass 

The rain did beat and bicker ; 
The church-tower swinging over head^ 
90 You scarce could hear the Vicar ! 

And then and there the mother knelt^ 

And audibly she cried — 
^ Oh ! may a clinging curse consume 

This woman by my side ! 

95 ^ O hear me^ hear me^ Lord in Heaven^ 
Although you take my life — 
O curse this woman^ at whose house 
Young Edward woo*d his wife. 

^ By night and day^ in bed and bower^ 
100 O let her cursed be ! ' 

So having prayed^ steady and slow. 

She rose up from her knee^ 
And left the church, nor e*er again 
The church-door entered she. 
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I saw poor Ellen kneeling stilly Z05 

So pale^ I guessed not why : 
When she stood up, there plainly was 

A trouble in her eye. 

And when the prayers were done, we all 

Came round and asked her why : xzo 

Giddy she seemed, and sure there was 
A trouble in her eye. 

But ere she from the church-door stepped 

She smiled and told us why : 
' It was a wicked woman's curse,' 115 

Quoth she, ^ and what care I ? ' 

She smiled, and smiled, and passed it o£P 

Ere from the door she stept — 
But all agree it would have been 

Much better had she wept. iso 

And if her heart was not at ease. 

This was her constant cry — 
^ It was a wicked woman's curse — 

God 's good, and what care I ? ' 

There was a hurry in her looks, 125 

Her struggles she redoubled : 
^ It was a wicked woman's curse. 

And why should I be troubled } ' 

These tears will come — 1 dandled her 
When 'twas the merest fairy — 130 

Good creature ! and she hid it all : 
She told it not to Mary. 
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But Mary heard the tale : her arms 
Round Ellen's neck she threw ; 
135 ' O Ellen^ EUen^ she cursed me. 
And now she hath cursed you ! ' 

1 saw young Edward by himself 

Stalk fast adown the lee. 
He snatched a stick from every fence, 
140 A twig from every tree. 

He snapped them still with hand or knee. 

And then away they flew ! 
As if with his uneasy limbs 

He knew not what to do ! 

145 You see, good Sir ! that single hill ? 
His farm lies underneath ; 
He heard it there, he heard it all. 
And only gnashed his teeth. 

Now Ellen was a darling love 
150 In all his joys and cares : 

And Ellen's name and Mary's name 
Fast-linked they both together came. 
Whene'er he said his prayers. 

And in the moment of his prayers 
155 He loved them both alike : 

Yea, both sweet names with one sweet joy 
Upon his heart did strike ! 

He reached his home, and by his looks 
They saw his inward strife : 
x6o And they clung round him with their arms. 
Both Ellen and his wife. 



THE THREE GRAVES 1S7 

And liarf eonld not dwck ber tens. 

So on hk hrtiMt the bowed ; 
Tlien frenxf melted into grief. 

And Edward wept alood. 165 

Deer EDen did not weep at all. 

But doselier did she cling. 
And tamed her fiiee and looked as if 

She saw some frightful thing. 

PAST IV. 

To see a man tread over graves 170 

I hold it noii[ood-g>acb ; 
lis wicked in the sun and moon. 

And bad lack in lJie dank ! 

You see that grave ? The Lord he gives. 
The Lord he takes away : 17s 

Sir ! the child of my old age 
Lies there as cold as clay. 

Except that grave, you scarce see one 
That was not dug by me ! 

1 'd rather dance upon 'em all 180 

Than tread upon these three ! 

^ Ay, Sexton ! 'tis a touching tale.' 

You, Sir ! are but a lad ; 
This month I 'm in my seventieth year. 

And still it makes me sad. i8s 

And Mary^B sister told it me. 
For three good hours and more ; 

Though I had heard it, in the main. 
From Edward's self before. 
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190 Well ! it passed o£P ! the gentle Ellen 
Did well nigh dote on Mary ; 
And she went oftener than before^ 
And Mary loved her more and more : 
She managed all the dairy. 

195 To market she on market-dajrs^ 
To church on Sundays came ; 
All seemed the same : all seemed so^ Sir ! 
But all was not the same ! 

Had Ellen lost her mirth ? Oh ! no ! 
200 But she was seldom cheerful ; 

And Edward looked as if he thought 
That Ellen's mirth was fearful. 

When by herself, she to herself 
Must sing some merry rhyme ; 
205 She could not now be glad for hours^ 
Yet silent all the time. 

And when she soothed her friend^ through all 

Her soothing words 'twas plain 
She had a sore grief of her own, 
210 A haunting in her brain. 

And oft she said, I *m not grown thin ! 

And then her wrist she spanned ; 
And once when Mary was down-cast. 

She took her by the hand, 
2x5 And gazed upon her, and at first 

She gently pressed her hand ; 
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Then harder^ till her grasp at length 

Did gripe like a convulsion ! 
Alas ! said she^ we ne'er can be 

Made happy by compulsion ! 



•to 



And once her both arms suddenly 

Round Mary's neck she flung^ 
And her heart panted^ and she felt 

The words upon her tongue. 

She felt them comings but no power 995 

Had she the words to smother ; 
And with a kind of shriek she cried^ 

^ Oh Christ ! you 're like your mother ! ' 

So gentle Ellen now no more 

Could make this sad house cheery ; 930 

And Mary's melancholy ways 

Drove Edward wild and weary. 

Lingering he raised his latch at eve^ 

Though tired in heart and limb : 
He loved no other place^ and yet 335 

Home was no home to him. 

One evening he took up a book^ 

And nothing in it read ; 
Then flung it down^ and groaning crM, 

'Oh ! Heaven ! that I were dead/ 940 

Mary looked up into bin face, 

And nothing to him said ; 
Sbe tried to amiJe, and on hw arm 

Moomfiilly kaoed her bead* 
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' A mother too ! ' these ■elf-mne words 
Did Edmund motter plain ; 
r'S Hifi face was drawn hack on itself^ 
With horror and huge pain. 

Both groaned at once^ for both knew well 

Whiat thoughtB were in his mind ; 
When he waked up^ and st ared ji ke_OTie 
3fo That hath been just struck blind. 

lie sat upright ; and ere the dream 

Had had time to depart, 
' O (Tod, forgive me ! (he exclaimed) 

I have torn out her heart' 

115 'Dieii Ellen Khrieked^ and forthwith burst 
Into ungentle laughter; 
And Mury Hhivered, where she sat. 
And never she smiled after. 

(*annoii rtili(juum in futurum tempuB relegatom. To-mor- 
row 1 aii<l To-morrow ! and To-morrow ! 
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THE WANDERINGS OF CAIN. 



PREFATORY NOTE, 

A prose compodtion, one not in metre at least, seems primd 
fiicie to require explanation or apology. It was written in the 
year 1798, near Nether Stowey in Somersetshire, at which place 
{sanctum et amahile nomen ! rich by so many associations and 
recollections) the Author had taken up his residence in order 
to enjoy the society and dose neighbourhood of a dear and 
honoured friend, T. Poole, Esq. The work was to have been 
written in concert with another, whose name is too venerable 
within the precincts of genius to be unnecessarily brought into 
connection with such a trifle, and who was then residing at a 
small distance from Nether Stowey. The title and subject 
were suggested by myself, who likewise drew out the scheme 
and the contents for each of the three books or cantos, of 
which the work was to consist, and which, the reader is to be 
informed, was to have been finished in one night ! My partner 
undertook the first canto ; I the second : and whichever had 
done first, was to set about the third. Almost thirty yean 
have passed by ; yet at this moment I cannot without some- 
thing more than a smile moot the question which of the two 
things was the more impracticable, for a mind so eminently 
original to compose another man's thoughts and fancies, or 
for a taste so austerely pure and simple to imitate the Death 
of Abel ? Methinks I see his grand and noble coimtenance af 
at the moment when having dispatched my own portion of 
the task at full finger-speed, I hastened to him with my 
manuscript — that look of humorous despondency fixed on his 
almost blank sheet of paper, and then its silent mock-piteous 
admission of failure struggling with the sense of the exceeding 
ridiculousness of the whole scheme — which broke up in a 
laugh : and the Ancient Mariner wan written ixutead« 

N 
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Yean afterwardB, however, the draft of the FImi and pfo- 
poBed Incidents, and the portion executed, obtained favoor in 
the eyes of more than one person, whose judgment on a poefcio 
work could not but have weighed with me, even though no 
parental partiality had been thrown into the same scale, as a 
make-weight: and I determined on commencing anew, and 
composing the whole in stanzas, and made some progress in 
realising this intention, when adverse gales drove my bark off 
the ' Fortunate Isles ' of the Muses ; and then other and more 
momentous interests prompted a different voyage, to firmer 
anchorage and a securer port. I have in vain tried to recover 
the lines from the Palimpsest tablet of my memory : and I 
can only offer the introductory stanza, which had been com- 
mitted to writing for the purpose of procuring a friend's 
judgment on the metre, as a specimen. 

Encincturcd with a twine of leaves, 

That leafy twine his only dress ! 

A lovely l^oy was plucking fruits. 

By moonlight, in a wilderness. 

The moon was bright, the air was free. 

And fruits and flowers together grew 

On many a shrub and many a tree : 

And all put on a gentle hue. 

Hanging in the shadowy air 

Like a picture rich and rare. 

It was a climate where, they say. 

The night is more beloved than daj'. 

liut who that beauteous Boy beguiled. 

That beauteous Boy to linger here? 

Alone, by night, a little child. 

In place so silent and so wild — 

Has he no friend, no loving Mother near ? 

I have here given the birth, parentage, and prematnre 
decease of the * Wanderings of Cain, a poem/ — intreating; 
however, my readers not to think so meanly of my judgment 
as to suppose that I cither regard or offer it as any excuse for 
the publication of the following fragment, (andTmi^ add, of 
one or two others in its neighbourhood), in its primitiTe 
crudity. But I should find still greater difficulty in forgiying 
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myself, were I to record pro tasdio publioo a set of petty mis- 
haps and amioyanoes which I myself wish to forget. I must 
be content, therefore, with assuring the friendly Reader, that 
the less he attributes its appearance to the Author's will, 
choice, or judgment, the nearer to the truth he will be. 

S. T. COLSRIDGB. 

[182ai 

CANTO II. 

' A LiTTLB further, O my father, yet a little further, 
and we shall come into the open moonlight.' Their 
road was through a forest of fir-trees ; at its entrance 
the trees stood at distances from each other^ and the 
path was broad^ and the moonlight and the moonlight 5 
shadows reposed upon it, and appeared quietly to 
inhabit that solitude. But soon the path winded and 
became narrow ; the sun at high noon sometimes 
speckled, but never illumined it, and now it was dark 
as a cavern. xo 

^ It is dark, O my father ! ' said Enos, ^ but the path 
under our feet is smooth and soft, and we shall soon 
come out into the open moonlight' 

^ Lead on, my child ! ' said Cain : ^ guide me, little 
child ! ' And the innocent little child clasped a 15 
finger of the hand which had murdered the righteous 
Abel, and he guided his father. ^The fir branches 
drip upon thee, my son.' ^Yea, pleasantly, father, 
for I ran fast and eagerly to bring thee the pitcher 
and the cake, and my body is not yet cool. How 30 
happy the squirrels are that feed on these fir- 
trees ! they leap from bough to bough, and the old 
squirrels play round their young ones in the nest. I 
clomb a tree yesterday at noon, O my father, that I 
might play with them, but they leapt away from the 25 
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branches^ even to the slender twige did they leap^ and 
in a moment I beheld them on another tree. Why^ 
O my father^ would they not play with me ? I would 
be good to them as thou art good to me : and I 
groaned to them even as thou groanest when thoa 
givest me to eat^ and when thou coverest me at even- 
ing, and as often as I stand at thy knee and thine 
eyes look at me ! ' Then Cain stopped^ and stifling 
his groans he sank to the earthy and the child Enos 

35 stood in the darkness beside him. 

And Cain lifted up his voice and cried bitterly^ and 
said^ ^Hie Mighty One that persecuteth me is on this 
side and on that ; he pursueth my soul like the wind^ 
like the sand-blast he passeth through me; he is 

40 around me even as the air ! O that I might be utterly 
no more ! I desire to die — yea^ the things that never 
had life, neither move they upon the earth — behold ! 
they seem precious to mine eyes. O that a man might 
live without the breath of his nostrils ! So I might 

45 abide in darkness, and blackness, and an empty space ! 
Yea, I would lie down, I would not rise, neither 
would I stir my limbs till I became as the rock in 
the den of the lion, on which the young lion resteth 
his head whilst he sleepeth. For the torrent that 

50 roareth far off hath a voice ; and the clouds in heaven 
look terribly on me ; the Mighty One who is against 
me speaketh in the wind of the cedar grove ; and in 
silence am I dried up.' Then Enos spake to his 
father, ' Arise, my father, arise, we are but a little 

55 way from the place where I found the cake and the 
pitcher.' And Cain said, ^How knowest thou?' and 
the child answered — 'Behold, the bare rocks are a 
few of thy strides distant from the forest ; and while 
even now thou wert lifting up thy voice^ I heard the 
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echo.' Then the child took hold of his father^ as if 60 
he would raise him : and Cain heing faint and feehle 
rose slowly on his knees and pressed himself against 
the trunk of a fir^ and stood upright and followed the 
child. 

The path was dark till within three strides' length 65 
of its termination^ when it turned suddenly ; the thick 
hlack trees formed a low arch^ and the moonlight 
appeared for a moment like a dazzling portal. Enos 
ran hefore and stood in the open air ; and when Cain^ 
his father^ emerged from the darkness^ the child was 70 
affrighted. For the mighty limbs of Cain were wasted 
as by fire; his hair was as the matted curls on the 
Bison's forehead^ and so glared his fierce and sullen 
eye beneath : and the black abundant locks on either 
side^ a rank and tangled mass^ were stained and 75 
scorched^ as though the grasp of a burning iron hand 
had striven to rend them ; and his countenance told 
in a strange and terrible language of agonies that had 
been^ and were^ and were still to continue to be. 

The scene around was desolate ; as far as the eye &> 
could reach it was desolate : the bare rocks faced each 
other^ and left a long and wide interval of thin white 
sand. You might wander on and look round and 
rounds and peep into the crevices of the rocks and 
discover nothing that acknowledged the influence of 85 
the seasons. There was no springy no summer^ no 
autumn : and the winter's snow^ that would have been 
lovely^ fell not on these hot rocks and scorching sands. 
Never morning lark had poised himself over this 
desert ; but the huge serpent often hissed there 90 
beneath the talons of the vulture^ and the vulture 
screamed^ his wings imprisoned within the coils of the 
serpent. The pointed and shattered summits of the 
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ridges of the rocks made a rude mimicry of hnnian 

95 concerns^ and seemed to prophesy mutely of things 
that then were not; steeples^ and battlements, and 
ships with naked masts. As far from the wood as a 
boy might sling a pebble of the brook, there was one 
rock by itself at a small distance from the main ridge. 

loo It had been precipitated there perhaps by the groan 
which the Earth uttered when our first fiither felL 
Before you approached, it appeared to lie flat on the 
ground, but its base slanted from its point, and be- 
tween its point and the sands a tall man might stand 

105 upright. It was here that Enos had found the pitcher 
and cake, and to this place he led his father. But ere 
they had reached the rock they beheld a human shape : 
his back was towards them, and they were advancing 
unperceived, when they heard him smite his breast 

no and cry aloud, 'Woe, is me ! woe, is me! I must 
never die again, and yet I am perishing with thirst 
and hunger.' 

Pallid, as the reflection of the sheeted lightning on 
the heavy-sailing night-cloud, became the £aice of 

115 Cain ; but the child Enos took hold of the shaggy 
skin, his father's robe, and raised his eyes to his fiither^ 
and listening whispered, ' Ere yet I could speak, I am 
sure, O my father, that I heard that voice. Have not 
I often said that I remembered a sweet voice. O my 

120 father ! this is it ' : and Cain trembled exceedingly. 
The voice was sweet indeed, but it was thin and 
querulous, like that of a feeble slave in misery, who 
despairs altogether, yet cannot refrain himself from 
weeping and lamentation. And, behold ! Enos glided 

X35 forward, and creeping softly round the base of the 
rock, stood before the stranger, and looked up into 
his face. And the Shape shrieked, and turned roond^ 
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and Cain beheld him^ that his limbs and his face were 
those of his brother Abel whom he had killed ! And 
Cain stood like one who stm^les in his sleep because 130 
of the exceeding terribleness of a dream. 

Thus as he stood in silence and darkness of Soul^ 
the Shape fell at his feet^ and embraced his knees^ 
and cried out with a bitter outcry^ ' Thou eldest bom 
of Adam^ whom Eve^ my mother^ brought forth^ cease 135 
to torment me ! I was feeding my flocks in green 
pastures by the side of quiet rivers^ and thou killedst 
me ; and now I am in misery.' Then Cain closed his 
eyes^ and hid them with his hands; and again he opened 
his eyes^ and looked around him^ and said to Enos^ 140 
^ What beholdest thou ? Didst thou hear a voice^ my 
son.'^' ^ Yes^ my father^ I beheld a man in unclean 
garments^ and he uttered a sweet voice full of lamen- 
tation.' Then Cain raised up the Shape that was 
like Abel^ and said^ ^The Creator of our father^ 145 
who had respect unto thee, and unto thy offering, 
wherefore hath he forsaken thee ? * Then the Shape 
shrieked a second time, and rent his garment, and 
his naked skin was like the white sands beneath 
their feet; and he shrieked yet a third time, and 150 
threw himself on his face upon the sand that was 
black with the shadow of the rock, and Cain and 
Enos sate beside him ; the child by his right hand, 
and Cain by his left. They were all three under the 
rock, and within the shadow. The Shape that was 155 
like Abel raised himself up, and spake to the child ; 
'I know where the cold waters are but I may not 
drink, wherefore didst thou then take away my 
pitcher.^' But Cain said, 'Didst thou not find 
favour in the sight of the Lord thy God ? ' The t6o 
Shape answered, ' The Lord is God of the living only^ 
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the dead have another God.' Then the child Enoe 
lifted up his eyes and prayed; but Cain rejoiced 
secretly in his heart. 'Wretched shall they be all 

165 the days of their mortal life^' exclaimed the Shape^ 
' who sacrifice worthy and acceptable sacrifices to the 
God of the dead ; but after death their toil ceaseth. 
Woe is me, for 1 was well beloved by the God of the 
living, and cruel wert thou^ O my brother, who didst 

170 snatch me away from his power and his dominion.' 
Having uttered these words, he rose suddenly^ and 
fled over the sands ; and Cain said in his heart, ' The 
curse of the Lord is on me ; but who is the God of 
the dead ? ' and he ran after the Shape, and the Shape 

175 fled shrieking over the sands, and the sands rose like 
white mists behind the steps of Cain, but the feet of 
him that was like Abel disturbed not the sands. He 
greatly outrun Cain, and turning short, he wheeled 
round, and came again to the rock where they had 

180 been sitting, atid where Enos still stood ; and the 
child caught hold of his garment as he passed by, and 
he fell upon the ground. And Cain stopped, and 
beholding him not, said, ' he has passed into the dark 
woods,' and he walked slowly back to the rock ; and 

185 when he reached it the child told him that he had 
caught hold of his garment as he passed by, and that 
the man had fallen upon the ground ; and Cain once 
more sat beside him, and said, ' Abel, my brother^ I 
would lament for thee, but that the spirit within me 

190 is withered, and burnt up with extreme agony. Now^ 
I pray thee, by thy flocks, and by thy pastures^ and 
by the quiet rivers which thou lovedst, that thou tell 
me all that thou knowest. Who is the €rod of the 
dead? where doth he make his dwelling.^ what 

195 sacrifices are acceptable unto him } for I have offered^ 
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but have not been received ; I have prayed^ and have 
not been heard ; and how can I be afflicted more than 
I already am ? ' The Shape arose and answered^ ' O 
that thou hadst had pity on me as I will have pity 
on thee. Follow me^ Son of Adam ! and bring thy aoo 
child with thee ! ' 

And they three passed over the white sands between 
the rocks^ silent as the shadows. 
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LEWTI; 



OR, 



THE CIRCASSIAN LOVE-CHANT. 



At midnight^ by the stream I rov'd 
To forget the form I lov*d. 
Image of Lewti ! from my mind 
Depart ; for Lewti is not kind. 

5 The Moon was high^ the moonlight gleam^ 

And the shadow of a star 
Heav'd upon Tamaha's stream ; 

But the rock shone brighter far^ 
The rock half sheltered from my view, 
lo By pendent boughs of tressy yew. — 

So shines my Lewti's forehead fair^ 
Gleaming thro' her sable hair. 
Image of Lewti ! from my mind 
Depart ; for Lewti is not kind. 

15 I saw a cloud of palest hue^ 

Onward to the moon it pass'd. 
Still brighter and more bright it grew^ 
With floating colours not a few^ 
Till it reach'd the moon at last 
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Then the cloud was wholly bright^ ao 

With a rich and amber light ; 
And so with many a hope I seek^ 

And with such joy I find my Lbwti ; 
And even so my pale wan cheek 

Drinks in as deep a fiush of beauty ! 35 
Nay^ treacherous image ! leave my mind^ 
If Lewti never will be kind. 

The little cloud — it fioats away, 

Away it goes — away so soon ! 
Alas ! it has no pow'r to stay : 30 

Its hues are dim, its hues are grey — 

Away it passes from the moon. 
How mournfully it seems to fly, 

Ever fading more and more, 
To joyless regions of the sky — 35 

And now 'tis whiter than before, 
As white as my poor cheek will be. 

When, Lewti ! on my couch I lie, 
A dying man, for love of thee. 
Nay, treacherous image ! leave my mind — 40 
And yet thou didst not look unkind ! 

I saw a vapour In the sky, 

Thin and white and very high. 
I ne'er beheld so thin a cloud — 

Perhaps the breezes that can fly 45 

Now below, and now above, 
Have snateh'd aloft the lawny shroud 

Of lady fair, that died for love : 
For Maids, as well as Youths, have perish'd 
From fruitless love, too fondly eberlsh'd ! 50 
Nay, treaeh'rous image! leave my miud — 
For Lbwti never will be kimL 
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Hush ! my heedless feet from under 
Slip the crumbling banks for ever ; 
55 Like echoes to a distant thunder^ 

They plunge into the gentle river : 
The river-swans have heard my tread^ 
And startle from their reedy bed. 
O beauteous birds ! methinks ye measure 
60 Your movements to some heav'nly tune ! 

beauteous birds ! 'tis such a pleasure 
To see you move beneath the moon ; 

1 would^ it were your true delight 
To sleep by day and wake all night. 

65 I know the place where Lewti lies^ 

AVlien silent night has clos'd her eyes — 

It is a breezy jasmin bow'r. 
The Nightingale sings o'er her head ; 

Had I the enviable pow'r 
70 To creep unseen with noiseless tread^ 

Then should I view her bosom white^ 

Heaving lovely to the sights 

As these two swans together heave 

On the gently swelling wave. 

75 O that she saw me in a dream^ 

And dreamt that I had died for care ! 
All pale and wasted I would seem^ 

Yet fair withal^ as spirits are. 
I 'd die indeed^ if I might see 
80 Her bosom heave and heave for me ! 

Soothe^ gentle image ! soothe my mind ! 
To-morrow Lewti may be kind. 
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EDITOR'S NOTES. 



THE ANCYENT MARINERE (page 1). Written Nov. 
1797-March 179& 

Title,— In 1800 Half-title and Heading run: The Ancient 
Mariner, A Poe^s Reverie, Doubtless the poem is a day- 
dream — a weird fantasy, built of the beauty, grandeur, and 
terror of a thousand dreams ; but to style it a Poe^s Reverie 
could only serve, as Lamb pointed out to Wordsworth (Letter 
of Jan. 1800), to subvert the reader's faith. Coleridge felt 
the force of this criticism, and ran his pen through the 
words in the Heading, but overlooked them in the Half-title, 
where they re-appeared in 1802 and 1805. 

Argvment. — In 1800 the dramatic motif of the ballad is 
explicitly stated: ' . . . South Pole; how the Ancient 
Mariner cruelly, and in contempt of the laws of hospitality, 
killed a Sea-bird; and how he was followed by many and 
strange judgements; and in what manner,' etc. The 
Argument disappeared in 1802 and 1805. 

Motto cmd Marginal Gloss.— The marginal gloss and the 
motto from Burnet, both invariably reprinted with the poem 
nowadays, first appeared in Ed. 1817 {Sibylline Leaves). The 
motto follows, with a free translation : 

Facile credo, plures esse Naturas invisibiles quam visibileB 
in rerwm universitaie. Sed horum omnium familiam qui$ 
nobis enarrabit f et gradus et cognationes et disorimina et 
singiUorvm muneraf Quid agunt? qua looa habitcmtf 
Harum rerwn notiticum semper ambivit ingeniwn humanwn, 
nunquam attigit, Juvat, interea, non diffiteor^ qua/ndoque in 
cmimOf ta/nquam in tabula, miojoris et melioris mundi imaginem 
contemplari : ne mens assuefacta hodiemce vita minutiis se 
contrahat nimis, et tota subsidat in pusiUds eogitaiiones, Sed 
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veritcUi interea invigila/ndwn etty moduaque aervandua, W 
certa ah incertiSy diem a node, dutingvamua, (Aiehed. 
Philos. p. 68). 

TranalcUion: — *I can readily believe that in the Uniyene 
there are more Natures invisible than Natures visible. But 
who shall describe to us this vast Family of unseen Being% 
their various Ranks, Affinities, Differences, and the aeyeisl 
Functions of each ? What Business employs them ? In what 
Regions do they dwell ? The Mind of Blan hath ever aspired 
after a sure Knowledge of these Things, but hath never attained 
thereunto. Meanwhile I deny not but that it is good and 
pleasant for us to gaze upon that Image or Eidolon of a 
greater and better World which the Fancy paints upon the 
Canvas of the Soul, and thus to save our Minds — trained and 
broken as they are to the petty Affairs of Everyday — ^from 
narrowing their Range overmuch and sinking quite into a 
Course of stunted and puny Thought. But withal it behovea 
us to keep our Eyes over fixed upon Truth, and carefully 
school ourselves to distinguish Certainty from Uncertainty, 
Light from Darkness.* 

The gloss which follows is reprinted as an invaluable key to 
the poem. 

11. i-i6. An ancient Mariner meeteth three Gallants bidden to a 
wedding-feast, and detaineth one. 17-28. The Wedding-Guest is speH' 
bound by the eye of the old seafaring man, and constrained to hear 
his tale. 29-36. The Mariner tells how the ship sailed southward with 
a good wind and fair weather, till it reached the line. 37-44. The 
Wedding-Guest heareth the bridal music ; but the Mariner continaeth 
his tale. 45-52. The ship driven by a storm toward the south pde. 
53-60. The land of ice, and of fearful sounds where no living thing 
to be seen. 61-68. Till a great sea-bird, called the Albatross, 
through the snow-fog, and was received with great joy and hospitality. 
69-76. And lo ! the Albatross proveth a bird of good omen, and 
followeth the ship as it returned northward through fog and floatiiig 
ice. 77-80. The ancient Mariner inhospitably killeth the pious bird 
of good omen. 81-92. His shipmates cry out against the ancient 
Mariner, for killing the bird of good luck. 93-98. But when the fog 
cleared off, they justify the same, and thus make themselves accom- 
plices in the crime. 99-102. The fair breeze continues; the ship 
enters the Pacific Ocean, and sails northward, even till it reaches the 
Line. 103-x 14. The ship hath been suddenly becalmed. IX5-X36. And 
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he Albatross begins to be avenged. 137-130. A Spirit had followed 
hem ; one of the invisible inhabitants of this planet, neither departed 
ouls nor angels ; concerning whom the learned Jew, Josephus, and 
he Platonic Constantinopolitan, Michael Psellus, may be consulted, 
rhey are very numerous, and there is no climate or element without 
>ne or more. i3i-X38. The shipmates, in their sore distress, would 
ain throw the whole guilt on the ancient Mariner : in sign whereof 
hey hang the dead sea-bird round his neck. 139-148. The ancient 
Mariner beholdeth a sign in the element afar off. 149-155. At its 
learer approach, it seemeth him to be a ship ; and at a dear ransom 
le freeth his speech from the bonds of thirst. 156-162. A flash of joy ; 
^d horror follows. For can it be a ship that comes onward without 
irind or tide? 163-176. It seemeth him but the skeleton of a ship. 
77-8. And its ribs are seen as bars on the face of the setting Sun. 
79-190. The Spectre-Woman and her Death-mate, and no other on 
K>ard the skeleton-ship. Like vessel, like crew i 191-194. Death and 
liife-in-Death have diced for the ship's crew, and she (the latter) 
irinneth the ancient Mariner. 195-203. At the rising of the Moon (No 
wilight within the courts of the Sun), 204-207. One after another, 
08-211. His shipmates drop down dead. 212-215. But Life-in-Death 
legins her work on the ancient Mariner. 216-221. The Wedding- 
>uest feareth that a Spirit is talking to him ; 222-327. But the ancient 
iif ariner assureth him of his bodily life and proceedeth to relate his 
lorrible penance. 228-231. He despiseth the creatures of the calm. 
32-235. And envieth that they should live, and so many lie dead. 
36-254. But the curse liveth for him in the eye of the dead men. 
55-263. In his loneliness and fixedness he yeameth towards the 
sumeying Moon and the stars that still sojourn, yet still move onward ; 
nd every where the blue sky belongs to them, and is their appointed 
est, and their native country and their own natural homes, which they 
nter unannounced, as lords that are certainly expected and yet 
here is a silent joy at their arrival. 264-273. By the light of the 
doon he beholdeth God's creatures of the great calm. 974-376. 
Thtlr beauty and their happiness. 277-279. He blesseth them in 
is heart. 280-283. "^^^ Spell begins to break. 984-300. By grace 
f the holy Mother the ancient Mariner is refreshed with rain. 
01-318. He heareth sounds and seeth strange sights and com- 
lotions in the sky and the element. 319-338. The bodies of the 
hip's crew are inspired, and the ship moves on ; 339-381. But not 
y the souls of the men, nor by dsmons of earth or middle air, 
ut by a blessed troop of angelic spirits, sent down by the invoca- 
ion of the guardian s^nt. 382-397. The lonesome Spirit from the 
outh pole carries on the ship as far as the Line, in obedience to the 
ngelic troop, but still requireth vengeance. 398-414. The Polar 
pirit's fellow-daemons, the invisible inhabitants of the element, take 

O 
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part in his wrong ; and two of them relate, one to the other, that 
penance long; and heavy for the ancient Mariner hath been accorded 
to the Polar Spirit, who retumeth southward. 4X5-434. The Bfariner 
hath been cast into a trance ; for the angelic power causeth the vend 
to drive northward faster than human life could endure. 435-446. The 
supernatural motion is retarded ; the Mariner awakes and his penance 
begins anew. 447'468. The curse is finally expiated. 469-506. And 
the ancient Mariner beholdeth his native country. 507-596. The 
angelic spirits leave the dead bodies, and appear in their own forms of 
light. 527-574. The Hermit of the Wood approacheth the ship with 
wonder. 575-582. The ship suddenly sinketh. 583-606. The arify-t 
Mariner is saved in the Pilot's boat. 607-614. The ancient Mariner 
earnestly cntreateth the Hermit to shrieve him ; and the penauDce of 
life falls on him. 615-642. And ever and anon throughout his futore 
life an agony constraineth him to travel from land to land, 643*658. 
And to teach, by his own example, love and reverence to all thiz^ 
that God made and loveth. 

Text.— 11. 0-lG. In 1817 Stanza iu. (11. 9-13) was omitted, and 
Stanza iv. became : 

He holds him with his skinny hand, 

* There was a ship,' quoth he. 
* Hold off ! unhand me, grey -beard loon ! ' 
£f tsoons his hand dropt he. 

For cftsoons sec 1. 527, note. With 1. 16 of. Kinff Lear, v. 
iii. 276 : 

I have seen the day, with my good biting falchion 
I would have made them skip. 

11. 19, 20. These lines, with 11. 218, 219, were contributed by 
Wordsworth. 

I. 36. A fagotto presented by Coleridge's friend Tom Poole 
to Stowey Church choir furnished the hint of 'the loud 
bassoon ' in this line. Cf. 11. 176, 358, 454, notes. 

II. 45-48. This stanza re-appears in edd. 1800-1805 in a len 
abrupt and exclamatory shape. In 1817 it is replaced by the 
following stanzas : — 

And now the Storm-blabt came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong : 
He struck with his overtaking wings, 
And chased us south along. 
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With sloping masts and dripping prow, 
As who pursued with yell and blow 
Still treads the shadow of his foe, 
And forward bends his head, 
The ship drove fast, loud roar'd the blast. 
And southward aye we fled. 

[1. 49.] And now there came both mist and snow, etc. 

IL 51, 59. *Ioe mast-high' — *It crack'd and growl'd,' etc. 
Suggested by certain passages of Captain Thos. James's 
Strange and Dangerous Voyage . . . in his intended Discovery 
of the North- West Passage: London, 1633 — e.g.: *We had 
Ice not farre off about us, and some pieces as high as our Top- 
mast-head ' (p. 7) ; * It [the Ice] made a hollow and hideous 
noyse, like an over-fall of water ' (p. 8) ; * [The Ice] began to 
breake with a most terrible thundering noyse ' (p. 12). Cf. 
I. 202, note. Captain James's pathetic Epitaph on Com- 
panions left behind in the Northern Seas is reprinted in 
Trench's Household Book of English Poetry, 

I. 60. 'A wild and ceaseless sound': edd. 1800-1805; original 
line restored, 1817. * The author [of the Ancyent Marinerc]t who 
is confidently said to be Mr. Coleridge, is not exactly versed in 
the old language he employs. ' ' Noises of a s wound, " * * broad as 
a weft" (1. 83), are both nonsensical . . . The simile, "like God's 
own head " (1. 93) makes the reader shudder, not with poetic 
feeling, but with religious disapprobation.' (From a review, 
probably by Francis Wrangham, of Lyrical Ballads: British 
Critic, Oct. 1799.) With characteristic complaisance Cole- 
ridge removed all three phrases from the text of 1800-1805 ; 
restoring, however, the first and the third in 1817. But there 
is nothing amiss with * noises of ['in,' 1817] a s wound,' or 
'broad as a weft.' Swou/nd the reviewer ought to have 
known as an obsolete form of swoon, for it occurs in many 
Elizabethan and later writers — Drayton, Lyly, Beaumont and 
Fletcher, Middleton, Bishop Hall, etc. Coleridge took it— 
along with I wist {I-wis, 1. 144), pheere {feere, 1. 180), sterte 
(1. 195), eldritch {eldridge, 1. 234), and hefome {bifome, I. 373) 
— from Percy's 'restored' ballad of Sir Caulvne, which also 
served him as a metrical model for the Ancyent Marinere, 
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In Sir Caulinty ticmind rhymes with ffroundt and in DiaTUm'i 
Bartnuf Wars^ ii. 40, with drowned^ ■<> that Coleridge ii ri|^t 
in coupling it here with arouryi. The final 'd' is a natnial 
outgrowth due to accentual stress, as in hound, rightlj bofim, 
* ready to go/ and round, rightly roun, 'to whisper.' Cf. the 
vulgar fjownd and drovndfd. 
1. 65. In 1817 : ' It ate the food it ne'er had eat.' 
1. 83. A sailor^s image. The word iceft here has nothiitg to 
do with iccarc (A.-S. icefan) ; it is a derivatiye of «oa#, vaw 
(M. £. icaucri, A.-S. ica1ian\ 'to move or swing to and fro,' 
and it proltably owes its vowel c to an early confusion, from 
similarit}' of meaning, with icaif: M. E. vfaif, foeif, a word 
derived through French from Icelandic [As early as e. 1500; 
we find icairc {ifyiijf) and icave {icaff) thus confused. Gavin 
Douglas (1474-1522), Virg., 104, 53, has 'His waiffand haris,' 
while — Virrf. 23, 2 — he has ' with wind waffing hir haris lowiit 
of trace.' So too Gawan and Gol,^ ii. 10 : ' I war wonrthy to 
be ! Ilingit heigh on ane tre | That ilk creature might ae I To 
tcaif [swing] with the v^'nd.*] Waif is the loelandie veif^ 'any- 
thing moving or flapping about' (hence 'anything tossing on 
the waves,' 'a derelict,' *a stray'); and as far back as 1530 
{Burgh Records, Aherdeai) it is found in the sense of 'a 
signal-flag,' which is precisely the meaning of weft here. (See 
Supplement to Jamieson's Scot. Diet., 9.%\ waiff.) A w^ waft 
or whcft (see Admiral Smyth's Sailot^a Word Bo6k\ is a flag, 
gathered in and tied across with a cord near the head (or part 
next the staff), the rest of the bunting being allowed to fly 
free. Such a flag, hoisted at the masthead (in the B.N.)^ 
recalls boats. (Cf . Merchant of Venice, v. 11 : 'In aooh a 
night I Stood Dido with a willow in her hand | Upon the wild 
sea banks, and vxift her love I To come again to Carthage.') 
Scott [The Abbot, chap, xxix.) uses weft in the sense of 'a flag- 
signal to return ' : ' There have already been made two to^ 
from the warder's turret to intimate that those in the oartle 
are impatient for your return.' Coleridge compares the siinBet 
streaming from the central orb upon the waters, like a re- 
splendent cloth of gold, to the bunting spreading out upon the 
breeze from the tied centre. In deference to the strioturee of 
the British Critic, Oct. 1799 (see L 60, note), he altered this line 
in 1800 to ' Still hid in mist ; and on the left '—a reading never 
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afterwarcLs changed. It shoold be added that Spenser {F. Q., 
m. X. 36 ; Y. iii. 97) and B&i Jonson {Every Man out of his 
Hwaiawr) use ' weft * in the sense of vxiif or ' stray ' ; and it is 
of course from Spraiser that Shelley (To the Queen of my 
Heart, L 12) and l^wning (Sorddlo, Bk. n. ; Tioo in the Cam- 
pagna) have borrowed the word : — 

Thy beauty . . . shall seem like a weft from the sky. 

The same pure, fleecy hair ; one weft of which. 
Golden and great, quite touch'd his cheek 
As o'er he leant. 

Yonder weed 
Took up the floating weft [a gossamer-thread]. 

See additional Notes, infra. 

L 93. In edd. 1800-1805, ' Nor dim nor red, like an Angel's 
head' (L 60, note); 'like God's own head' was restored in 
1817. 

1. 94. Upriat, one of the words borrowed from Chaucer. 
Cf. withottten (1. 161), yspread [yspred, L 260), peven (L 286), 
lavrock {laverokke, 1. 348), ja/rgoning (1. 352), n^old {vCoUde, 
L 375), eftaones (L 527), aventure (1. 618), and hlosmy {The 
Nightingale, 1. 84). These loan-words are interesting if only 
as showing what parts of Chaucer had been studied by Cole- 
ridge before 1798. The Legend of Dido {Legend of Good 
Women) furnished upristf withovten; also sterte, pheere or 
fere [bat cf . 1. 60, note^, and tmnethe in Phantom or Faxit ; The 
Legend of Philom,da, eftsonea; The Eomuunt of the Roae, 
lavrock and jargonvng ; The Knight^ a Tale, yeven and 
n*old; The Rev^a Tale, yapread (also upriat). Is it fanciful 
to regard the description of the Spectre-Woman Life-in-Death 
as modelled on that of Ydelneaae in the Jtomaunt, 11. 539-644 
— the section immediately preceding The Garden (11. 645-728), 
where Coleridge found lavrock, jargoning, and the angeVa aong 
(see 11. 671-2)? 

Hir heer was as yelowe of hewe 
As any basin scoured newe . . . 
Hir face whyt and wel coloured . . . 
Hir throte, al-so whyt of hewe 
As snow on brauncho snowed newe. 
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Here upmt= 'rises ap,' as in Legend of Dido, L S66 : 
The dawening up-rist oat of the 



Percy's Eeltqries, and a volnme of Anderson's BrUUk PoeU 
(probably voL i., containing Chancer, Snrreyy Wyatt^ and 
Sackville), were amongst the books lett with Lamb by Oolo- 
ridge when he qoitted London for Grasmere ftnd Keswick 
early in April 1800. 

I. 100. In 1817 : 'The furrow stream'd off free.' QiigiBal 
line restored, 1828. See Satyran^i Letters, No. I. {Bio- 
graphia Literaria^ ii. 197, ed. 1847 ; p. 245^ ed. Bohn). 

IL 105-6. Cf . Wordsworth's Solitary Reaper (1803), IL U; 
10: 

Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides. 

II. 119-122. Cf. The Destiny of Nations (1796), IL S7»- 

281: 

As what time after long and pestfnl oalms. 
With slimy shapes and miscreated life 
Poisoning the vast Pacific, the fresh breese 
Wakens the merchant-sail uprising. 

11. 139, 140. In 1817 these were expanded into a aiz-line 
stanza: 

There passed a weary time. Each throat 
Was parched, and glazed each eye. 
A weary time ! A weary time ! 
How glazed each weary eye, 
When looking westward, I beheld 
A something in the sky. 

11. 144-5. Coleridge seems to mistake the character of the 
conmion particle itois, ywis, 'certainly' (A.-S. gewis, adj. 
'certain'), which, often appearing in mss. as I-Vfis, ma 
erroneously referred to a fictitious verb wis, unknown to 
Anglo-Saxon. Coleridge certainly believed in suoh a y«rl)^ 
for in Alice du Clos ' you wis ' occurs. I-wis is found in Sir 
Caidvne (1. 60, note). 
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1. 156. A reminiscence of the Welsh tour in 1794, when 
' Brookes, Berdmore, and myself, at the imminent hazard of 
our lives, scaled the very summit of Penmaenmaur. It was a 
most dreadful expedition* (S. T. C. to Masters of Jesus, 
Biog. Lit, ed. 1847, ii. 343). * We were nearly dead with 
thirst, and could not speak from the constriction till we found 
a little puddle under a stone. Berdmore said to me : **Tou 
grinned like an idiot ! " He had done the same ' {Table Talk, 
May 31, 1830). 

I. 161. *His fere and he, withovten any gyde,* Legend of 
Dido, 1. 46 (953, note), 

1. 176. ' Like restless gossameres.' One of the few images in 
this poem borrowed from the Nether Stowey surroundings : 
cf . 1. 36, note. ' The surface of the [Quantock] heath restless 
and glittering with the waving of the spiders' threads . . . 
miles of grass, light and glittering, and the insects passing * 
(Dorothy Wordsworth's Jou/mal, February 8, 1798). The 
spelling gossamere is Drayton's {Nymphidia, xvii.). Chaucer 
writes gossomer, correctly. 

U. 177-180. A unique stanza in the A, M., consisting of 
four lines of four accents each. In 1800 pheere was got rid of 
and the metre normalised (four accents alternating with three), 
and in 1817 the stanza was again recast, thus : 

Are those her ribs through which the Sun 
Did peer, as through a grate ? 
And is that Woman all her crew ? 
Is that a Death ? and are there two ? 
Is Death that woman's mate ? 

U. 181-185. Omitted in 1817, when also U. 189, 190 be- 
came : 

The Night-Mair Life-in-Death was she 

Who thicks man's blood with cold. 

II. 195-198. Omitted in 1828. In 1817 the next stanza was 
resolved into the two following : 

The Sun's rim dips ; the stars rush out ; 
At one stride comes the dark ; 
With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea, 
Off shot the spectre-bark. 
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We listened and look'd sideways up ! 

Fear at my heart, as at a cup. 

My life-blood seem'd to sip ! 

The stars were dim, and thiok the night, 

The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed white ; 

From the sails the dew did drip — 

Till clomb above the eastern bar 

The homed Moon, with one bright star 

Within the nether tip. 



11. 202-204. Captain Thos. James (see 11. 51, 59, note) in his 
JoumaZj under January 26, 1632, notes : ' I obsenred, when 
the eastern edge of the moon did touch the planet Mart, the 
Lion's-Heart was then in the east quarter 21.45. above the 
horizon.' In 1817, 1. 204 became: 'One after one, by the 
star-dogg'd Moon.' Sailors say that a star dogging the moon 
forebodes evil. 

I. 220. In 1817, * And never a saint took pity on ' 

1.230. In 1817, 'And a thousand thousand.' In L 834^ 
eldritch (see 1. 60, note) became ghastly in 1800, and rotUng 
in 1817. 

II. 254-5. The turning-point of the story, indicated with 
wonderful skill by means of a marked variation in the metre. 
The shuddering, convulsive cry of the Marinere is arrested, 
and a pause of silence ensues, followed by the magical linei 
which tell how the mild Regent of the Night, heretofore 
merely a spectator of the drama, now intervenes^ as the 
Sailors' Friend, for healing and composure. 

1. 260. In 1800: 'Like April hoar-frost spread.' Far 
yapread^ a loan-word from Chaucer — (Bevt^s Tale, L 8S0^ 
yspred ; Prioresses 8 Tale, 1. 2, ysprad) — see L 94, note, 

1. 286. For yeven (Chaucer, Knight^s Tale, L 228) see L 
94, note, 

I. 309. In 1800, with closer truth to nature: 'The 
stars danc'd between.' 

II. 319, 320. In 1800 : 

The loud wind never reach'd the Ship^ 
Yet now the Ship moVd on ! 
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U. 337-8. In 1800 these lines were omitted, and the follow- 
ing stanza inserted before 11. 339-342 : 

' I fear thee, ancient Mariner ! * 
Be oalm, thou wedding-guest ! 
'Twas not those souls, that fled in pain, 
Which to their corses came again 
But a troop of Spirits blest : 

[1. 339]. For when it dawn'd, etc. 

11. 348, 351. For Lavrock, ja/rgoning (Chaucer, RomoMnt, 
A. IL 662, 716), see 1. 94, note. Describing the Garden of Sir 
Mirths, the poet says : 

Ther mighte men see many flokkes 
Of turtles and [of] laverokkes. . . . ' 
And thrustles, terins and mavys 
That songen for to winne hem prys. 
And eek to sormounte in hir song 
These other briddes hem among. . . . 
Thep songe hir song as faire a/nd wd 
As omgels doon espirituel . . . 
Layes of love, f ul wel sowning 
They songen in hir jargoning. 

11. 358-361. Another of the rare images in this poem derived 
from the Nether Stowey environment. See 1. 36, note ; 1. 176, 
note; 1. 454, note. The * hidden brook* is the self -same 
chatterer of The Three Graves, nigh to which stood the lone 
arbour of * circling hollies woodbine-dad' in which young 
Edwa/rd dreamed his fateful dream. It is the brook that runs 
down from the comb in which stands the village of Holford 
through the grounds of Alf oxden — the same of which Coleridge 
sings in The Nightingale and The Lime-Tree Bower, and 
which is described by Wordsworth in the Fenwick Note to 
Lines Written in Early Spring. 

11. 362-377. These four stanzas were struck out in 1800. 

L 373. For hefome see 1. 60, note. For n'old, 1. 376 {n'olde— 
Chaucer, Knighted s Tale, 1. 166)~8ee L 94, note. 
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11. 419-423. J. Dykes Campbell gives the following loarees 

of this lovely stanza : 

O woman! 

I have stood silent like a slave before thee. 

[Otorio, Act v. IL 302-3); 

and 

For his [the sea's] great chrystal eye is always oast 
Up to the moon, and on her fixed fast. 

(Sir Joun Davies' Orchestra, Stanza xUx.) 

11. 481-502. These five stanzas, as well as the four already 
mentioned (11. 3C2-377), and a later one (IL 631-536), were 
struck out in 1800 — a curtailment which greatly reduces the 
dreamlike inconsequence of the incidents. 

I. 527. For eftsoncs, *very soon* (Chaucer, Legend of 
Philomela, 1. 95), see 1. 94, note. 

II. 554-5. The fourth and last image taken from the Nether 
Stowey vicinage. Old stumps of oak, macerated through 
damp and carpeted with moss, abound in the wooded oomhs 
of Quantock. Cf. 11. 36, 176, 358. 

U. 568-570. The owlet in the ivy-tod is probably borrowed 
from the passage in Beaumont and Fletcher's Bonduoa mis- 
quoted thus by Lamb in a letter to Coleridge (June 14, 1796) : 

Then did I see these valiant men of Britain 
Like boding owls creep into tods of ivy, 
And hoot their fears to one another nightly. 

Tod is of Scandinavian origin, and means husk or tufl, IceL 
toddi=dk tod of wool ; G. zoUe, zote=Sk tuft of hair. Henoe 
the fox is called tod from his bushy or tufty tail (Skeat, 
Concise Etym. Diet.). 

1. 582. * We have sometimes doubted whether the miraoa- 
lous destruction of the vessel in the presence of the pilot and 
hermit was not an error, in respect of its bringing the purely 
preternatural into too close contact with the actual framework 
of the poem. The only link between those out-of-the-world 
wonders and the wedding-guest should, we rather suspeet, 
have been the blasted, unknown being himself who described 
them. . . . There should have been no other witnesses of the 




vn^ «f SET |fln ti ^» li^ Via ih^ Jtay^>»< *¥ I^t^ w wW ,^ 
(g iM ii iL - gp. - AnoK. ^«ia. xo^ X*. 4«L A^ V ^ *v> KV 
coac fiPB^Bofe 1^ &(t i^ias )^ ^m^ Jltoi^ ff<»»nM» W ' VJt ^ 

«tlMad,te uM i u ib oi* t<k<ytftexyi>»^U>»»<vwty 
Kke Bi^t, from Iftbd to Uftti 

And till my ^asUj u1» m lotvl 
Tbis heart within m« buruik 

For aveniwr (L 618) see L 94« fio<V, Ot^WrUlni^ Imri^wti lhi» 
word from Chauoer, Ltffmd <^ i>«if<s \^ iH)t *\\\\% uf htn 
aventores in the see,* etc (a rar« Moutt^ In ('^)m\iiH»iM fifi 
Ascham, 'Adventures now-a-da}'i in«au ta)i|)t»rlt»imt*M III 
travel '). 

11. 624-629. A triptyoli of contrMtod vlKiioiirtH (iviik»>i1 wlUt 
six strokes of the pen~a wotulorful trtumtih ttidooit tif MiM 
shaping spirit of Imagination. 

THE FOSTER-MOTIIKIVH TALM (paKA «M). Vi^v\, tif 
Act IV. of Coleridge's tragedy, (horit), wrltiwti Iti l7W7i 'lliw 
Tale illustrates the con fl lot )Hiiwmu llgfii ami ilafilMKHNi 
sage-lore and priestcraft^betwtfori riaitirM, frt*t*(\imi, m\mim 
and pedantry, tyranny and stipm'Ntltlmt a fat^HlHin iUmtm 
ot the Unitarian proljatl^mm' trf \l^fl, 

LINES LEFT TJPON A HKAT IN A VKW Tli«« {pinnt* m), 
Wordswofftii dates thin iftmn iliffft \min44tt ilMi H w«# #^H4«M 
in part at Hawk»b«a4 Mm^ ha Mi mi^tt^A (OH, ilWIh *tk^ 
can only apply to It M^ Tb^r ii1»/yl4i WM ^ f^Mmtm Mhh$ 
Jtdj M7, when liMob, ^tkHhtif HUfWtff^ Umt4 Wfff40Wm44f 
ndU H aad, UlttTt wtfM Up Uf% a «^y]^ ^f 'M/.<^ /^mf^p^/m' 
fnm C s fefMf fe? aM tiM 4l6«« 01^ ^^y)F 4»^a^ ^a^ him 
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the years 1793 and 1794. \Here he warns the 'i 
against the intelleotual arrogance, the isolatioii and aalf- 
suffioingness, which are the outcome of the eig^teentli-oentiuy 
reason-worship and, in particular, of that phase of it prewnted 
by the Godwinian philosophy. According to this system 
virtue was not a matter of habits or dispoeitionB ; on the eon- 
trary, the only path to virtue lay over the ruins of every 
habitude of thought and feeling — in short, of all, good and 
bad alike, that constitutes human character. Godwin liad 
taught that the worthy man was in truth he who owned 
literally no moral character at all, but had at oommand an 
alert intelligence, emancipated by education from whatever 
might warp, perplex, or weaken it. ' He had asserted that 
"virtue cannot exist in an eminent degree, unaccompanied 
by an extensive survey of causes and their oonsequenoes." 
He had sneered at Tertullian for saying "that the most 
ignorant jieasant under the Christian dispensation possessed 
more real knowledge than the wisest of the andent pihilo- 
sophers," and had shown the absurdity of pretending that an 
* * honest ploughman " could be " as virtuous as Cato. ** ' ^ And 
thus for a time Wordsworth, despite his natural gradoosness 
of mind, had thought, or zealously laboured to think, regarding 
his humble brethren. Afterwards, when reflection had shown 
him the hideous consequences of the Godwinian moral 
anarchy, causing him to recoil therefrom in horror and dis- 
may, he put himself to school on the lonely roads of Dorset- 
shire, and there soon learned 

How oft high service is performed within 
When all the external man is rude in show, — 
Not like a temple rich with pomp and gold, 
But a mere mountain-chapel, that protects 
Its simple worshippers from sun and shower. 

In connection with 11. 44-60, Coleridge's letters to Southey (July 
1797), and to his brother George (I^Iay 1798), should be read 
— letters written in the first glow of his discipleship to Words- 
worth. *I am as much a Pangloss as ever,' he writes to 

1 TAe Early Life of Wordsworth, by £. Legouts. Translated by 
J. W. Matthews (Dent), page 307. 
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Southe3% ' only less oontemptuous than I used to be when I 
argue how unwise it is to feel contempt for anything.' To his 
brother George he declares himself a firm believer in the in- 
herent depravity of human nature — *that from our mothers' 
wombs our understandings are darkened ; and even where our 
understandings are in the light, that our organization is de- 
praved and our volitions imperfect.' ^ Here again he is the 
mouthpiece of Wordsworth, who no longer laid the vices of 
individuals at the door of society, as in the years of his revolu- 
tionary fervour he had been prone to do, but had learned that 
evil was ineradicably fixed within the very seat and cei^tre of 
man's moral being — nay, that with horrible subtlety it could 
turn reason herself into a hired advocate. Hence man is 
here (1. 59) bidden * still to suspect and still revere himself ' 
— still to suspect a heart, whose best virtues are not free from 
taint of something selfish and impure — still to revere it as the 
* most apparent home ' of Him who is the ' Soul of our souls 
and Safeguard of the world.' 

Sternly as he here reproves pride and contempt, Words- 
worth, it must bp owned, was not backward in giving scorn 
for scorn to the ' reasoning, self-sufficing things ' of his time. 
See e,g. Excursion^ iv. 956, and the Poefs Epitaph^ with the 
fierce invective of which Lamb had the courage to own him- 
self displeased. 

THE NIGHTINGALE, April 1798 <p. 35). On the evenings ^ 
of April 18, 24, 25, and 27, Coleridge drank tea at Alf oxden and 
was brought on his way homewards by William and Dorothy. 
It was doubtless after one or other of these evening walks ^ 
that The Nightingale was written — perhaps the loveliest of 
all Coleridge's poems in blank verse. Certainly none of these 
is more eloquent of his domestic happiness, or of delighted 
joyance in the fair sights and sweet sounds of nature, while 
it also affords a striking illustration of that oneness of feeling 

1 Letters o/S, T. Coleridge^ ed. Ernest H. Coleridge (Heinemann), 
pp. 224, 242. 

2 Or perhaps after May 6, when — to quote Dorothy's Journal— \l 
was ' very pleasant in the evening. Met Coleridge as we were walk- 
ing out. Went with him to Stowey ; heard the nightingale ; saw a 
glow-worm.' See 11. 68, 69. 
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and sentiment which knit the three friends into a threefold 
cord, not quickly to be broken. The poem — one of a medi- 
tative and idyllic kind invented by Coleridge — pirobafaly 
originated in a conversation on the erroneouB and arbitnury 
associations which arise in the mind through the oaprioe of 
fancy, or under the influence of false delicacy and refinement. 
This was a frequent topic with Wordsworth, who had liiiwaftif 
outgrown many youthful fallacies of taste and feeling, and 
who held it to be the duty of a great poet, not only faithfully 
to rciflcct men's feelings but, to a certain degree, to rectify 
them as well — 'to give mankind new compositions of feeling, 
to render their feelings more sane, pure and permanent^ in 
short, more consonant to Nature, that is, to Eternal Natore 
and the great moving spirit of things. ... I may illustrate 
this by a reference to natural objects. What false ncrtions 
have prevailed [for ages past] of the true character of the 
nightingale I As far as my friend's poem, in the Lif-ieal 
BaUadSy is read, it will contribute greatly to rectify these. 
Tou will recollect a passage in Cowper where, speakiqg of 
rural sounds, he says [The Task, i. L 205] : 

''And even the boding owl 
That hails the rising moon has charms for me.''^ 

1 In the Evening Walk (1793) Wordsworth himself had incorporated 
the very line which here he censures : ' The bird . . . ihall sooo 
Salute with boding note the rising moon ' (L 392) ; and he had also 
spoken of 'the tremulous sob of the complahung owl' (L 443)> 
Oddly enough, these two passages survived the recensions of i8ao, 
1827, and 1832 ; but in 1836, when the poems were minutely revised fior 
the stereotyped edition, ' boding ' was altered to ' gladsome,' and L 443 
became 

The sportive outcry of the mocking owL 

In ^ Morning Exercise (1828), stanzas i.-iv., Word sw or t h describes 
the wajrward action of the Fancy in linking the notion dTgrief to the 
notes of certain birds— the raven, the owl, the nightingale, the swallow 
— and thus 

Sending sad shadows after things not sad, 
Peopling the harmless fields with signs of woe ; 



but adds that 



ne'er could Fancy bend the buoyant Lark 
To melancholy service. 
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Cowpor was passionately fond of natural objects, yet you 
see he mentions it as a marvellous thing that he could connect 
pleasure with the cry of the owl. In the same poem he makes 
an amiable boast of loving that beautiful plant, the gorse, 
" unsightly** and unsmooth as it is [' the prickly gorse, shape- 
less, deformed, and dangerous to the touch* — The Taskf i. 
1. 527]. There are many aversions of this kind which, though 
they have some foundation in nature, have yet so slight 
a one that — though they may have prevailed hundreds of 
years — a philosopher will look upon them as accidents' 
(Wordsworth to John "Wilson, 1802 — slightly abridged). 

U. 23-39. Coleridge here illustrates the growth of the 
vast floating currency of hackneyed phrase, metaphor, and 
fable, ' characterised by various degrees of wanton deviation 
from good sense and nature,' which in his day went by the 
name of poetic style and diction. The later poet-parrots of 
1. 23 mechanically repeat the epithet found by the primitive 
grief-stricken poet, without being animated by the passion 
which called it up, and from which alone it derives truth, force, 
and propriety. Cf. Wordsworth's Appendix on Poetic Diction 
{Lyrical Ballads, ed. 1802, vol. ii., and in all collected editions 
of the Poems), and Coleridge's letter to W. Sotheby, July 13, 
1802 : * In my opinion every phrase, every metaphor, every 
personification should have its justifying cause in aome pa^ssion. 

In the Ode To Enterprise (1820), he speaks of the nightingale as 
'the sweet bird, misnamed the melancholy.' In a tender \\ll\^ Song 
Hartley Coleridge gives a poet's reason for the intermittent note of 
sadness in the nightingale's song. She trills a lay as loud and sweet 
and joyous as the lark's — 

With feeling bliss, no less than his. 
Her little heart is thrilling. 

Yet ever and anon, a sigh 

Peers through her lavish mirth ; 
For the lark's bold song is of the sky. 

And hers is of the earth. 
By night and day, she tunes her lay. 

To drive away all sorrow. 
For bliss, alas ! to-night must pass, 

And woe may come to-morrow. 
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either of tbc poet's mind, or of iheolmraotenidMeribedby 
the poet' {Letters of S. T. Coleridge, p. 374). 

1. 39. Coleridge humorously quotes from an early poem of 
his own (To the NiyhtingcUe, 1795), printed by him only in 
edd. 1796 and 1803 : 

But I do hear thee, and the high bough mark. 
Within whose mild moon-mellowed foliage hid 
Tliou warblcst sad thy pity-pleading strains. 

I. 40-51. The * castle huge,' and 'grove of large extent' 
arc of course the house and woods of Alfoxden (the mAnor of 
the St. Alb^'ns), of which the owner was a minor and an 
absentee. By an unavoidable licence the 'hospitable home of 
the most gentle maid ' (Dorothy Wordsworth) is said to be 
'hard by,' instead of 'within,' the 'castle' (L 71), which the 
Wordsworths had taken for a year from July 1797, at a rent 
of £23. 

I. 60. See additional Notes, infra. 

II. 69-74. Over this charming picture there floats some- 
thing of the same atmosphere of luminous gloom ; the same 
swimming phantom light, as of a full moon ahiniwg throoj^ a 
thin grey cloud; that invests and transforms the opening 
scene of Chriatahcl — the lovely lady stealing along with low 
sighs through the wood, a furlong from the castle-gate, to 
pray beneath the oak-tree for the weal of her absent friend. 

1. 84. The 'blosmy twig' is Chaucer's 'blosmy bowe' 
{TroUus and Crisei/dCj ii. 821 ; Parlement of Foules, 183), and 
Milton's ' bloomy spray.' In his edition of Milton's Sonnets 
(Kcgan Paul, 1883) Mark Pattison writes: 'The naturalist 
easily feels that Milton's nightingale is the poetical nightingale, 
not the real bird of the English copse and brake. . . . The 
nightingale is as widely diffused in second-hand poetry as he 
is locally. Indeed more so ; Dyer, e,g, Oronga/r Hill, L 7, 
placing the bird in the valley of Towey in Carmarthenshire, 
whereas it is a well-known fact . . . that it has never been 
met with so far to the west. . . . There is that in the musical 
note of the bird, and the circumstance of its singing at nighty 
which lays hold of the imagination. The first person who 
reproduced in words the emotion thus excited was a poet^ the 
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rest are mechanical copyists of a pattern. [He excepts Keats 
and Coleridge.] ... If we were to suppose Milton placing 
genuine nature before his mind's eye we should have here to 
read the word "blogmy" in a metaphorical sense [i.e, as= 
*with purple bark']. The primary sense, "covered with 
flowers," would not be appropriate in an English April. ... I 
am afraid Milton's nightingale only perches on the spray be- 
cause Chaucer's wood-pigeon "sings" from it. — Sir Thopcu^ 
St. 10.' So far (and farther in the same strain) Mark Pattison. 
'Mark now, how a plain tale shall put him down.' In the 
first place, Dyer does not place the nightingale in Towey 
Vale ; he merely mentions the bird as one of the properties 
of *the purple evening.' Then as to the appropriateness 
of the many-bloomed spray to April, let us turn to Dorothy 
Wordsworth's Alfoxden Journal^ 1798. That year, as 
everybody knows, * the spring was late imcommonly ' ; even 
on Good Friday (April 6), ' the Spring is still advancing very 
slowly.' But on Easter Monday there comes a magical 
change: *the sloe is in Uoisovoy the hawthorns green, the 
larches changed from black to green in two or three days.' 
Now the words, 'bloomy spray,' exactly describe a long spike 
of the sloe-bush in flower, gemmed from head to point witli 
starlike white blossoms. 'The nightingale arrives in this 
country about, or rather before, the middle of April, the male, 
the song-bird, coming first, and being followed in ten days by 
the female. This is the "summer's front" of Shakespeare, 
Sonnet 102.' — M. Pattison. 

11. 97-105. The incident here related is recorded in the 
'Gutch Memorandum Book' (British Museum, Add, ksb. 
27901) as follows: 'Hartley fell down and hurt himself. 
I caught him up angry and screaming — and ran out of 
doors. The moon caught his eye — he ceased crying im- 
mediately — ^and his eyes and the tears in them, how they 
glittered in the moonlight!' Cf. Wordsworth, Evening 
VolwrUa/ries, xm. (To the Moon), VL 17-20; and Chriztabd, 
11. 315-318. 

The NightingcUe was inserted here in place of Levfti, the 
sheet containing which was cancelled at the last moment 
(August 1798). Lewti had appeared in the Morning Pott^ 

P 
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April 13, 1798, over the signfttore Nieiat ErjftknguM, 'the 
pBeudonym assumed in the seyenteenth eentuy by J. V. 
Rossi, the author of the delightful Pinaeoikeea Imagmmm 
illuttrium virorum* (Garnstt). It was, however, an open 
secret that Coleridge was the writer, so that its appeannoe 
in the Lyrical Ballads would have defeated the anonymitj 
of that experimental volume. Hence, doubtless, the poet^s 
ultimate resolve to exclude it. Lewti is included in the 
Appendix to this volume. 

THE FEMALE VAGRANT (page 40). This is an early work 
of Wordsworth's — his earliest of any length after the Evening 
Walk and Descriptive Sketches of 1793 ; and, save in its near 
approach to their absolute simplicity of diction and style, it 
has little in conmion with the ea^oerimental poems of 1797-8. 
In its opening situation — the ruin of a virtuous and lagji- 
spirited peasant by the wealthy tyrant whose will he haa 
dared to gainsay : in its lurid picture of the horrors of 
in its sympathetic portrayal of the wild brood of 
men lawless indeed, yet endued with virtues unknown to the 
purse-proud citizen — kindl}', pitiful, open-handed: lastly, in 
its laborious accumulation of heart-rending drenmstanoea, 
The Female Vagrant reveals unmistakably its early date. A 
part of the tale was written, Wordsworth teUs us, in 1791-2 ; 
the remainder, probably, after midsummer, 1793, when OutU 
and Sorrow, the longer poem (published 1842) in which the 
Female Vagra/nt came to be merged, was begun. The aoooant 
of the hardships endured by the woman in America and of 
her state of mind on the voyage home was founded on the 
actual experience of a friend, as reported by her to the 
poet. OmxU and Sorrow was composed, wrote Wordsworth 
to Wrangham (December 1796) 'to expose the vieea of 
the penal law, and the calamities of war as they iiffeet 
individuals.' 

When he finished The Female Vagrant (1793), Wordsworth 
was still fresh from the plastic hand of Uiohel Beaupny, 
zealous for social reform, sanguine, humanitarian, viflaonaiy. 
It was time, he thought, that war should cease throughoat the 
world ; and cease it must if the nations, roused by their poet- 
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teachers, even now resolve with one consent on its extinction. 
Wherefore he, for lack of a worthier, will set the example of 
preaching this glorious crusade. Again — to descend to meaner 
argument — society, while it is bound to maintain the security 
of property, should also take measures to hinder wealth from 
becoming oppressive. *Some wise and salutary regulations ' 
are needed to * counteract that inequality amongst mankind 
which proceeds from the present fixed, disposition of their 
possessions.' It were surely to be hoped that Hhe class of 
wretches called mendicants will not much longer shock the 
feelings of humanity.' But this desirable state of things can- 
not come to pass until society intervenes to prevent the 
present excessive accumulation of wealth in the hands of a 
(relatively) few individuals. Then — to say nothing of the 
tenure of the chief -magistracy — it is clear that the existing 
English mode of appointing judges is contrary to reason and 
common sense. To endue a man with authority for his life- 
time is to shut the eyes to the weakness of human nature. 
The office of a judge on such terms is a trial too severe for our 
frail virtue. And hence the scandalous miscarriages that 
shame our courts misnamed * of justice,' where the unfriended 
poor man sues in vain for protection against his wealthier and 
influential oppressor. These sentiments, and others like 
them, may easily be read between the lines of The Female 
Vagrant, and leaven yet more strongly the longer poem of 
which it forms a part. In that story the murderer was a good 
man: * never on earth was gentler creature seen.' 'An evil 
world, and its hard law ' were alone accountable for his crime. 
Such were Wordsworth's views in 1793. Three years later he 
had become aware of his error. Now he discerned that evil 
was ingrained in man's imperfect nature — an ineradicable 
taint ; and looking back upon his former self — the sanguine 
enthusiast of 1793— he exclaimed in the bitterness of his 
soul: 

We look 
But at the surfaces of things ; we hear 
Of towns in flames, fields ravaged, young and old 
Driven out in troops to want and nakedness ; 
Then grasp our swords and rush upon a cure 
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TfuU Jf otters ii«, Ijecaute it cuks not thought: 
The deeper malady is better hid ; 
The tcorld is poisoned at the heart. — 

Borderers, 1039-1046. 

ThuB The Female Vagrant is separated by a wide gulf from 
the poems of 1797-8. In the latter yean Wordsworth would 
have held it wroug to draw a picture of such utter gloom, 
unrelieved by a single gleam of comfort. He found fault 
with Coleridge's ballad of The Three Graves (17^) as being 
* too shocking and painful, and not sufficiently softened by 
any healing views.' And from 1802 onwards, according as his 
sentiments altered, the text of The Female Vagrant under- 
went modification. In 1802 st. i., iii., iv., and ziv. were struek 
out, and many verbal changes effected passim. In 1815 
St. xviii. disappeared, leaving twenty-five out of the original 
thirty stanzas : and to these st. iii. and iv. were restored in 
1820, after which the total remained imchanged. The (chief) 
textual changes are recorded in the Aldine Wordsworth, toL 
i. ; more fully in the recent Eversley edition of the Poons, 
vol. i., pp. 79-107 : they need not occupy us here. Coleridge 
heard "Wordsworth recite OuUt and Sorrow when the two 
met for the first time at the house of Mr. Pinney, a Bristol 
merchant, in September or October 1795, and he has recorded 
his impressions of the poem in an eloquent passage of the 
Biographia (chap, iv.), which, however, inasmuch as it refers 
to the narrative of the sailor-homicide rather than to that of 
the vagrant, would scarcely be relevant here. 

It may be added that by Jime 1796 the intimacy between 
the poets was such as to justify Coleridge in sending the 
MS. of Guilt amd Sorrow to Charles Lamb, for perusal and 
transmission to Wordsworth, being then, or shortly to be, 
in London. 

GOODY BLAKE AND HARRY GILL (page 52). Com- 
posed 1798. The first of Wordsworth's experimental Ballads 
(see Advertisement) in the volmne, and perhaps the only one to 
which the term lyrical ballad does not strictly apply ; that is, 
the only one of which it is not true that ' the feeling therein 
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developed gives importance to the action and situation, and 
not the action and situation to the feeling.' — Preface to 
Lyrical BaUadSj ed. 1800, vol. i. p. xvii. It is also, there- 
fore, the one ballad of the lot which, had it ever been pub- 
lished as a broadside by Jemmy Catnach or Johnny Pitts of 
the Seven Dials, would infallibly have brought grist to the 
mill of the 'flying stationers' and * standing patterers' of the 
day. ' Of two descriptions . . . ecush of them equally well 
executed, the one in prose and the other in verse, the verse 
will be read a himdred times where the prose is read once.' 
On this account * I related in metre the Tale of Gtoody Blakje 
— one of the rudest in this collection. I wished to draw 
attention to the truth that the power of the human ima- 
gination is sufficient to produce such changes even in our 
physical nature as might almost appear miraculous. The 
truth is an important one; the fact (for it is a fa>ct) is a 
valuable illustration of it. And I have the satisfaction of 
knowing that it has been communicated to many hundreds of 
people who would never have heard of it, had it not been 
narrated as a Ballad, and in a more impressive metre than is 
usual in Ballads.' — Preface^ 1800, p. xxxv. Goody Blake ap- 
peared in the Ipsvnch Magazine of April 1799 (p. 118), along 
with a letter addressed to the editors, calling the Suffolk 
farmers' attention to *that excellent ballad,' and adding: 
' The thing is a fact, and told by one of the first physicians of 
the day, as having happened in the south of England.' The 
story occurs in Darwin's Zoonomiay ed. 1801, vol. iv. p. 68. 
The only details omitted by Wordsworth are that the 
farmer *hadasieve over his face as he lay; and from this 
one insane idea he kept his bed above twenty years for fear 
of the cold air, till at length he died.' Goody Blake and The 
Birth of Love — "Wordsworth's version of the Vicomte de 
S^gur's VEducation de V Amour — appear in 2%€ BeaiUies 
of British Poetry: Selected by Sid/ney Melmoth, Esq., 3rd ed., 
1807. Both are marked Anon. The ballad is one of the 
group which includes Ute Ancyent Mwrvnere, The Wa/nder- 
ings of Cain, The Three Graves, and Peter BeU (see Intro- 
dyxition). It has been admirably rendered into French by 
M. Emile Legouis {Quelques Poemes de W. W, traduits en 
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vers par E. Z>., PariB, Cerf, 1896). In the nine yofaune, 
faithful and spirited venions will be found of lAnea WriUen 
in Early Spring, To My SisUr, Expottulaiion and Repliy^ 
The Tablet Turned, and Tintem Abbey— 931 in the Lyrical 
BaUadf, 1798. 



UNES WRITTEN AT A SBIALL DISTANCE, 
(page 57). Composed 1798. March 3rd and 6th are deeoribed 
as * mild ' days in Dorothy's JoumaL From 1846 the title 
has been To my Sister simply. This delightful poem ahoold 
be read along with ExpostulcUion and Reply and The Tablet 
Turned. The three together contain the very eseenoe of 
Wordsworth's Faith and Doctrine. What, then, it will be 
asked : Is that doctrine nothing more than the glorification of 
the purely animal delights here enumerated ? Has the poet 
no higher counsel to give than this — to come out into the 
open and feel the hot sun strike upon us, and the breath 
of spring caress us, while we listen to the birds' sweet 
jargoniug, and watch the budding twigs spread out their 
fan to catch the breeze? Is it to a mere oamival of the 
senses that he invites us ? Not so. Wordsworth's teaehing 
is, indeed, sensualism ; but it is far from — rather, let us say, 
it is the very opposite of — sensuality. ' Not for its own sake 
does Wordsworth glorify sensation, nor for the pleasure or 
liain which accompanies it, but for what it reveals, because 
each single impression, taken as a whole, with all the mys- 
tery in which it is enveloped, contains a conception of the 
world.' ^ The senses are precious, because they are the gate 
through which the soul passes on to the beatific intuition of 
the supreme Reality— because through them alone the sonl 
can win 

Authentic tidings of invisible things ; 
Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power ; 
And central peace, subsisting at the heart 
Of endless agitation. 

1 Early Life of Wordsworth, by £mile Legotiis. Translated by 
J. W. Matthews (Dent), p. 452. 
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But, that the objects of sense may thus act as conductors 
to the super-sensible world, it is necessary that they shi^ be 
seized by the Imagination — that is, by the soul's power of 
clearest insight and absolute prehension — the faculty that 
endows the poet with his falcon's eye, his inevitable ear, his 
blind man's touch — Vision at once and lUumination. In her 
mighty grasp the outward world crumbles — beneath the blaze 
of her glance fades, dissolves, and 'defecates to a pure 
transparency,' till at length it vanishes utterly, and *the 
light of sense goes out, but with a flash that has revealed the 
invisible world.' Thus these moments of ecstasy that play so 
large a part in our spiritual development, while they suspend 
and supersede sensation, yet cannot come to pass without it. 
And hence it is that the poet recognises 

In nature cmd the la/nguage of the sense 
The anchor of our purest thoughts, the nurse. 
The guide, the guardian of our hearts, and soul 
Of all our moral being. 

This poem is a protest against the austere stoicism incul- 
cated by Godwin, who professed a contemptuous indifference 
to pleasure and pain : * We first stand in need of a certain 
animal subsistence and shelter, and after that, our only true 
felicity consists in the expansion of our intellectual powers, 
the knowledge of truth, and the practice of virtue.' — Political 
Justice^ ii. 833 (1st ed.). Wordsworth's aim, on the other 
hand, is to show how * sensations sweet, felt in the blood and 
felt along the heart,' serve to tranquillise and invigorate the 
spirit, and aid effectually in inspiring 

That best portion of a good man's life — 
His little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kmdness and of love.'— Ttn^em Abbey, 

Thus does Wordsworth pay homage 'to the native and 
naked dignity of man, to the grand elementary principle of 
pleasure, by which he knows and feels and lives and moves.' 
— Preface, 1802. See Legouis, op. cit. pp. 448-469. 
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hl3. Ed/ward: BiMlMoDiMga. &ee AneodoU Jar muken, 
note* 

Liine 26, 'the definite extravaganoe of wfaieh ehallenged 
opposition' (DowDur), was altered in 1837 to 'Than yean of 
toiling reason.' 

SIMON LEE (page 59). Composed (probably Hai«h) 1798. 
Cf . Dorothy's JounuUf March 10 : * Coleridge, William, and 
I walked in the evening to the top of the hill • . . the old 
man at the top of the hill gathering furze.' Simon Lee had 
been huntsman to the St. Albyns ; his cottage stood on the 
common, hard by the entrance to Alfozden Park. The 
* village' (I. 32) was Holford; the * waterfall' (L 31) that 
famous one which formed 'The Mare's Pool' in the wooded 
glen a quarter of a mile from Alfoxden House ; of. AnoyetU 
Marinere, 11. 368-361. 'No poem of Wordsworth's under- 
went so many . . . changes as Simon Lee, . . . The first 
seven stanzas, which nearly reached their final form in 1832; 
are found in different texts and different sequence in 1798^ 
1802, 1820, 1827, 1832. . . . Words and lines were altered, 
stanzas shifted in position, and new stanzas constructed by 
connecting the halves of certain stanzas with the halves of 
others' (Dowden). The object of these perplexing changes 
has never yet been explained: it was to broaden and 
emphasise the contrast between Simon's radiant youth and 
decrepit age. In the text of 1798, contrasted traits of youth 
and age jostle each other throughout the several stanaaa 
i.-vii. in such wise as to produce a confused impression; in 
1832 the traits and evidences of Simon's early vigour are oon- 
centrated within stanzas i.-iii., while those of his sad decline 
are brought together in stanzas iv.-viL, the contrast being 
marked by the phrase : 'But oh, the heavy change ! ' (XyoMiau^ 
1. 37), stanza iv. L 1. The following table, oonstruoted bj the 
editor, indicates the various transpositions of stanaw mdliaK 
stanzas between 1798 and 1832. a-11. 1-4, &-1L 6^ > 
stanza. 
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Id ISi7 U. 37-40 bevtune : 

In those prond Aaji he little oared 
For huBbondrj or tiUa^ 
To blitbei tulis did Suaon Toiue 
The BleepeiB of the village ; 



Worn ont hj hnntiiiB feats— bereft 
By time of friends and kindred, seo ! 
Old Simon to the world is left 
In liTsrled poverty. 



'I^finoa'i 'longUv 
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he is no longer bereft of an eye. All these ehioges werwe to 
cleanse the poem of certain faults specified by Chderidge in 
1817 (Bioff. LU., ed. 1847, ii. p. 16S) as chaiacieriitie of 
Wordsworth's poetic style: * occasional prolixity, repetitiaiiy 
and an eddying instead of progression of thoo^t.' The 
object of Simon Lee seems to be to vindicate the instiiiotive 
character of the emotion of gratitude as against Godwin, niio 
represented it as an unjust and d^^rading sentiment^ liAving 
its origin in the imc(]ual distribution of wealth, influence, ^e. 

ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS (page 63). Composed in the 
spring of 1798. The boy was Basil, son of Wordsworth's 
intimate friend and brother-Cantab, Basil Montagu, and 
grandson of John Montagu fourth Earl of Sandwich and the 
famous Martha Ray. (See The Thorn, note.) The child 
lived with the AVordsworths from September 1795 till mid- 
summer 1798. The incident of the poem, as M. L^gonis 
observes, was undoubtedly an actual occurrence, but Wards- 
worth partly masks the truth by substituting the name of 
Kilvc (a village on the Bristol Channel about a mile from 
Alfoxden) for Racedown, and Llyswen (John Thelwall's farm 
on the Wye) for Alfoxden. In 1817 Coleridge expressly 
charged this poem with the faults specified in the preceding 
note as noticeable in the Simon Lee of 1796 {Biog, LiL^ loo, 
ciU) — prolixity, repetition, and an eddying of thought; and 
in 1827 certain textual changes were effected with the view of 
obviating the charge. Stanzas vii., viiL were compressed into 
one; 1. 14 ('To think, and think,' etc) became: 'Some fond 
regrets to entertain ' ; and stanza vi. was expanded into two^ 
thus (wc give the final form reached in 1836) : 

The green earth echoed to the feet 
Of lambs that bounded through the gilade 
From shade to sunshine, and as fleet 
From sunshine back to shade. 

Birds warbled round me — and each trace 
Of inward sadness had its charm ; 
Kilve, thought I, was a favoured place, 
And so is Liswyn farm. 
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From 1845 on, the question (1. 47) is put to Edward not p)t 
{ne quid nimis) but three times. The purport of the ballad 
is somewhat obscure. ' To one who had learned from (Godwin 
that lying is opposed to human nature, and would never have 
existed but for the indirect compulsion of societies and re- 
ligions, it must have been a revelation to hear a child tell a 
bold and harmless lie, without any apparent motive and 
uninfluenced by interest or fear. . . . The discovery of the 
mysterious origin and devious ways of falsehood must have 
been a revelation to one who had dreamed of a day when 
universal truth shoiJd reign in naked simplicity.' — Early 
Life of Wordsworth (i^mile Legouis), translated by J. W. 
Matthews (Dent), p. 314. 

From 1800 to 1843, the title of this ballad ran : AnecdoUfor 
Fathers, showing how the Practice of Lying may he taught. 
In 1845 it became : Anecdote for Fathers ; and the motto was 
added: Retine vim ista/m, falsa enim dicam si coges. — 
EusEBius. The Greek hexameter here translated — 

kKcU ^Lriy Kdproi re \hytav' \f/€vdrjy6pa Xi^ta — 

was the Delphian oracle's rebuke to certain persons who 
tried to extort an answer by force. It occurs in a passage 
cited by Eusebius [Prcepa/r. Evang,, vi. 6) from Porphyry : 

liepl r^s iK Xoylwf tpiKoawpUis, 

WE ARE SEVEN (page 66). Composed 1798, and, like 
the Anecdote for Fathers, founded on fact. Wordsworth and 
the little maid forgathered at Goodrich Castle, on the Wye, 
Herefordshire, in the summer of 1793. The poet made this 
ballad while pacing to and fro in the grove at Alf oxden : he 
* composed the last stanza first, having begun with the last 
line.' Coleridge crowned the tale with an impromptu prefa- 
tory stanza setting forth the motif, into which he playfully 
hitched the name of an absent friend, James Tobin,^ the 

1 ' Dear brother Jim ' was an incorrigible meddler, and in April 1804 
roused the habitually mild Coleridge to a passion of resentment by an 
untimely indulgence of his 'rage for monition' (Anima Poeta, p. 68 ; 
Letters of S. T. Coleridge, p. 474). On the eve of the appearance of 
Lyrical Ballads (Angust 1798) he besonght Wordsworth, in tragic 
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brother of John Tobin, playwright and author of The Somf- 
moon, Wordsworth objected to 'dear fafotheir J^* m 
ludiorouB, yet retained it in the text of all four editiomi of 
the Lyrical Ballads, '. . . A simple ohild' appeani In tlM 
first collective edition of the poems in 1815. llie ballad wis 
written to show ' the obscurity and perplexity whioh, in ehUd- 
hood attend our notion of death, or rather our utter inaibfU^ 
to admit that notion,' however forcibly thrust upon na by tbs 
logic of facts. The theme re-appears in the Ode.* JfiMautfiMf 
of Immortality, etc. (1802-1806):— 

' Thou [child] over whom thy ImmoHaUtjf 
Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave, 
A Presence which is not to he put by; 

To whom the grave 
Is hut a lonely hed without the sense or sight 

Of day or the warm light, 
A place of thought where we in waiting lie^' ete. 

In the Ode, however, as in the Essay on EpitaphM. (aee faelovX 
the child's invincible sense of immortality is tiaoed to a 
nobler origin than mere spontaneous energy: *If we look 
back upon the days of childhood, we shall find that the time 
is not in remembrance when, with respect to our own Indi- 
vidual Being, the mind was without an assuranoe of Immor- 
tality. . . . Forlorn, and cut off from oommunjoatjon with 
the best part of his nature, must that man be^ who ahonld 
derive the sense of immortality, as it exists in the mind of a 
child, from the same unthinking gaiety or livelinen of animal 
spirits with which the lamb in the meadow, or any otiiar 
irrational creature, is endowed. . . . The sense of Immor- 
tality, if not a co-existent and twin birth with Be—oa, is 
among the earliest of her ofbpring,' etc 

LINES WBITTEN IN EARLY SPBINa (page 69). 
Composed 1798, in the wooded glen a quarter of a mile ttam 

accents, to cancel H^e are Seven, which, if poblished, wooM* hs 
averred, make the author ' everlastingly ridicaloiis.* Tbe poet »fc*"V*>«' 
him smilingly, but added that IVe are Severn at all eventi sheold tube 

its chance. 
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Alfoxden Hoiue. 'It was a ebosen resort of mine. The 
brook ran down a sloping rock, bo as to make a waterfall, 
ooneidetable for tbat ooiintr; ; and acroes the pool below had 
fallen a tree — an ash, if I rightly lemembeT — from which rose, 
perpendioularly. boughs in search of the light intercepted by 
the deep shade above. The boughs bore leaves of green, 
tbat for want of euiiflhine bad faded into ahnoHt lily. white ; 
Bud from tbo underside of this natural sylvan bridge de- 
ponded long and beautifol tresses of ivy, which waved gently 
in tlie breeze, that might, poetically BpeaUng, be called the 
breath of the waterfall, Tbia motion varied, of eouise, in 
proportion to the power of water in the brook' (W. W.). 

By 1798 Wordsworth had quite shaken off the daBpondency 
induced by futile analysis (cf. Prelude. li. 293-306), and had 
regained bis 'natural graciouBness of mind' — {lii. 50)—' his 
cheerfulness, and love, and genial faith.' 'Still there re- 
mained with him something of the Bevolutionary contrast 
between nature — simple, beneficent, glad — and society, which 
BO often does wrong to the life of the natural man. In the 
main, the poems of this date fall into two groups — those 
wbicb tell of a happy commoning with Nature, and those 
which present the passions of men and women who sufier 
through their affections. A motto for both groups might be 
found in a stanza [11. 5-8] from Lina Written in Early 
Spriiig : 

To her fair works did nature litdt, etc' 
See Poena by W. W.. ed. Dowdih, Athenteant Frett Seriei 
(Ginn and Co., Bosten, 1S97). Intimduction, p. li. 

The same oontrast between the joy of Nature and the 
sorrows of humamty appears in Coleridge's Bdigiaat 
Muiingt (1796) : 

. . . such perfect forms 
As erst were wont, —bright visions of the day t — 
To Soat before [me], when, the siunmer noon, 
Beneath some arched romantic rock reclined, 
[I] felt the sea-breeze lift [my] youthful locks ; 
Or in the mo nth of blosnoin-, ill niiUl .■>■.■. 
]^ desuUoi-y feet inhtiliid 

e, Biidtbftlcck-3uiidwoD.l3 
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And muir -tinted itrevni and tettiiig ion . . . 
K<cHt«tir gtMrd \ then hamevmrd m [I] itimjed. 
IJaKt the ftftd eye to earth, and inlr mused 
Vkli} thort- WW miMrj in a vorld m fair. 

:I. 'Jl. w\:. Tlit- fgoism of thew lines diiappcAn in 18S0(in 
iSJT ' Ik ■ i> ^uim:tuted for * is ' ■ : 

If tl.is helirf from Heaven if sent. 
If >;icL S-. Na:-rr's holj plan, etc. 

THK THt)RN j^a^-e 71^. Compowd March 1798. Cf. 
l>tinit]i,\V ./i>. r^i'i'. March 19: 'William and Basil and I 
u-alkt'il to thf hill-top. We were met on oar return by a 
Mvtn )iAil>:i>nn. Williazr. wrote some lines deseribing a 
stinititl tljorn.* And April :?•: *Ckme home the Crookham 
wii\. li\ t!n thi-rn. ami the "little mnddj pond" . • • Peter 
liti/ Ihj:i.ii.* Tl^f »tory i« a (mre invention. PMsing bj 
iluriii;; tht ^:onr. on March 19. Wordsworth was stmek with 
tlic r!iau^'i- wniv.^h: in the aspect of an insignificant thorn bv 
the mt-ri' acciilint i>f r.iis: and rain, and he asked himself 
whotlit-r. by ^i■tt:ng his imagination to work, he mig^t not 
contrive to remUr the thorn as imiversallv and permanently 
imprt'wive a« it was a: that moment to his eye. The xesolt 
was Thi Th trn, which was composed with great rapidity. 
Thr Atftrrtit' ho nt of 179S tells as that the poem *is not sap- 
iKietod to 1h- »ix)kcn in the author's own person' ; and in 1800 
.1 note was added describing the imaginary narrator as foUows: 

' The character which I ha\-e here introdooed qieakiag is wfBrirntly 
I oiiimon. The Reader will perhaps hare a general notion of it, if he 
has ever known a man, a — •pf'"-^*'! imt" trading vessel, for example, 
wh<i fiein;; past the middle age of life, had retireji upon an animity or 
•mall independent income to some village or country town of which he 
wus not a native, or in which he had not been accnstomed to live. 
Such men, having little to do, become crednloas and taDcative finom 
infiulencc ; and from the same cause, and ochcr predisposing caoses by 
which it is probable that such men may have been affected, they are 
prone to superstition. On which account it appeared to me proper to 
select a character like thb to exhibit some of the general laws by whidi 
superstition acts upon the mind. Superstitions men are almost always 
men of slow faculties and deep feelings ; tbexr minds are not loosCt hot 
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sucb persons describe, to take {;are tbat words, which in tbeir miiuis 
are [mpreenated with passion, should likewise convey passion to 
Readers wbo mt not accusltmed to sympathize with men feeling in that 
manner or ti^ng sucb lan^agc. It seemed to me that this m^ht be 
done by callmg m the asiiitance of Lyrical and rapid Metre. It was 
necessaiy that the Poem, to be DBlural, should in ralily mo»e slowly ; 
yet I hoped thai, by the aid of the metre, to Ihose wbo should al all 
enter into the spirit of the Poem, it wouhl appear to move quickly. 
The Reader will have the kindnesi to eicuie this note, ai I ua lenuble 
that an inlradnctory Poem is necessary to give the Poem iu full sSecl. 

The Thorn is perhape the moot unbitioiu of WordawoTth'e 

poemB of 1798, but it a not & bappy BuocesB, ' The eubjeot, 
instead of being bumoniaed by tbe poet's genius into tragic 
and pitiful and terrible beauty, retaina in hia handa the 
dreadfulnesB of a ahockiug reality. . . . Here on a aiith or 
seventh reading the effect rBmaina identical — an efteot of 
unmodified and hau nting jiorror ' (Swihburne). The ultimate 'N 
cStee'^'tLiB failure lies no doubt in WordHWorth'a levelling: \ 
theory of poelio diction, which disooyered in ' the eonyerBation 
of men in the middle and lower olaaaea of aooiety ' — 'pnrlBed 
from all laating oauoea of diilibe or diaguit ' — the fitteat 
language for poetry, as the moat permanent and philoeophio. 
Had Wordiworth been ocmtent to oast hia theory to the iTinda, 
and meditate at ]Mxge apon hia subject until emotional musing 
had ripened into inspliBtioo, the leanlt would li«Te been a 

Margaret— '» (iMiBlitiou of natural thought and feeling into / 

the aarevtign s(;l«i ttai> otcnial and unlvonuil dlaloM, of iar»- / 

ginatire and paaalnuato poetry' (SwinniBn). But Ud- ' 
lofildly the poat woa foboIvhI to labout Iu Ii>* ■oU'l'-w-ild 
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fetters; and so he turns himself for the nonoe into *«n 
elderly captain of a small trading vessel, retired,' etc, and 
proceeds to translate the thoughts and feelings which he con- 
ceived the story of the outcast Martha was likely to e^oke in 
the mind of such a person, into his proper idiom. And here 
it is that Wordsworth fails, through lack of dramatic power. 
The skipper is the palest, thinnest, least palpable and oon- 
vinoing of phantoms — the veriest shadow of a shade. Or — to 
vary the metaphor — AVordsworth in this ballad asssunes a 
mask which is at once cumbersome and ineffectual — which 
betrayH the individual behind it, and servea bntto embunss 
and im])Gde his utterance. Here and there throughout the 
story the true lineaments of the poet peep out through his 
clumsy diHguise : ^ in the description of the Thorn — *a 
wretched thing, forlorn, not higher than a two years' child'; 
in the imaginative ascription of conscious purpose to the 
mosses, * creeping upwards from the earth and clasping the 
thorn close to drag it to the ground ' ; in the picture of the 
infant's grave with its ' mossy network green, red and pearly 
white': above all, in the wonderful lines — quam nihil ad 
gcniv/n naucleri ! 

At all times of the day and night 
This wretched woman thither goes. 
And she is ktiown to every star. 
And every ioind that Mows. 

Indeed, the numerous changes alone which, at varimui 
times between 1815 and 1845, were effected in the text of 
this ballad, suffice to prove that Wordsworth himfialf oaine 
after a while to perceive, if not frankly to acknowledge^ hii 
error ; for they consist with few exceptions in the sabitita- 

1 ' In the story of TA^ Thorn, ynih all the atteation we have been 
able to bestow, we have been utterly unable to detect any character- 
istic traits, either of a seaman, an annuitant, or a stranger in a omntry 
town. It is a style, on the contrary, which we should ascribe without 
hesitation to a certain poetical fraternity in the West of England 
[Bristol], and which, we verily believe, never Was, and never will be, 
used by any one out of that fraternity.' — EeUn, Rnf., zxiii. (April i8o^ 
P- 137- 



tion of refined and poeUoal, Hid theiefoie diMUttUMtUy 
inoongraomi, lines or phiMeii tot liom oi phneea rude nod 
prorak) indeed, but foi that v«ry teuon diamstioBllj true 
and proper. E.g. : IL 39, 33 beoune (18%) : 



II, 130, 131 beMine (18W) : 



11. 129-133 beoNiie (ISlfi) : 

A pong of pitiless dismay 

Into her soul was sent ; 

A flre was kindled in her breast, 

Whioh might not bnm ilaelf to rest. 

11. 14S-lBlbMame(18«0); 

Last ChriHtnufl-eve we talked of this. 
And grej-huced Wilfred of the glen 
Held that the unborn infant wrought, etc. 

It is clear that in a tale supposed to be related b; a snper- 
annnated skipper these would-be itaprovenienti, whatever 
their hitrlnsie value, must be proaounoed diamatioally false 
■nd ont of keeping. Bevsral minor alterBtione—Bome of 
a tendencj similar to those above given — are here omitted. 
11. 103-114 were struok out in 18M, in whiah year five oon- 
sidenble changes were introduoed in oonBeqnenoe of the 
following strioturea on Tkt Thorn in Coleridge's \Stoffraphia 
Literaria, 1817 (ed. 1847, ii. p. Gl) : ' In The T\dm the poet 
himself aeknowledges in a note the neoeerity of an intro- 
duotoiy poem in whidi he ahonld have ponrtrayed t^e 
eharaoter of the pmson from whom the wordi of the poem 
are euppoeed to inooeed: a superstitious man moderately 
ImaginativSk of slow faeolliea and deep f eelingi, "a oqitaiD 
ofasmall tndlngTeMeliln Biample. . . . Sueh 
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nothing to do, become crcdaloiu and talkative £rom indolenee." 
But in a poem, Btill more in a lyric poem (and the Norse 
in Borneo and Juliet alone prevents me from extending tlie 
remark even to dramatic poetry, if indeed even the Nurse itaelf 
can be deemed altogether a case in point), it is not possible to 
imitate truly a dull and garrulous discourser without repeat- 
ing the effects of dulness and garrulity. [Southey's oritieiiiii 
in Critical Review, Oct. 1798.] However this may be, I dan 
assert that the parts . . . which might as well or still 
better have proceeded from the poet's own imagination, and 
have been spoken in his own character, are those which have 
given, and will continue to give, universal delight ; and that 
the passages exclusively appropriate to the supposed narrator 
[IL 32, 33 ; 104-111 ; 112-166, except 144-147] are felt by many 
unprejudiced and unsophisticated hearts as sudden and ui- 
pleasant sinkings from the height to which the poet lip^ 
previously lifted them, and to which he again re-elevates 
both himself and his reader.' 

The Thorn should be compared with William Taylor's 
version of Biirger's Des Pfarre^i Toehter von TauberUUun, 
which appeared in the Monthly Majgazvn/e, 1796, under the 
title of The Lass of Fair Wone, and was reprinted in Mel- 
moth's Beauties of the British Poets (1801 ; 3rd ed., 1807. It 
is also given in Taylor's Historic Survey of Oerman Poetry, 
ii. pp. 32-40, where it is entitled The Parson^s Daughter). 

In Burger's ballad the parson's daughter, betrayed by a 
profligate noble, is flogged and turned out of doors by her 
father. After a fruitless appeal to the seducer to do her 
right, she returns to *the parson's bower of yew,' where she 
stabs her new-bom son with a silver hair-pin, and buries 
him beside the pond hard by in a shallow grave which 
she herself has *tom with bleeding nails.' She is hanged 
for the crime : 

Hard by the bower her gibbet stands, 

Her skull is still to show ; 
It seems to eye the ha/rren grave 

Three spwns in length below. 

And from the grave * where grows no grass. Where falls no 
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rain nor dew/ a blue fire issues after dark, to steal along the 
neighbouring pond : 

And nightly, when the ravens come, 

Her ghost is seen to glide ; 
Pursues, and tries to quench the flame, 

And pines the pool beside. 

Some find here the source of Wordsworth's ballad: 11. 32, 
33 of The Thorn, in particular, they think, were suggested by 
the fourth line of the first stanza quoted above. But the 
crazy outcast, awatch at the graveside of her dead infant, is 
a figure that is constantly flitting across the page in the senti- 
mental literature of the time (see, e.g. The Borderers^ U. 
380-395). Besides, Dorothy's Journal shows that there actually 
was a ' little muddy pond ' beside the Thorn on the hillside ; 
and in Biirger's ballad it is the grave, not the pond, that is 
drei Sparmen Icmg ; also the grave is bare and blasted, not, 
as in The Thorn, covered with fair mossy network. Quite 
recently ^ it has been conjectured that, when he wrote * 'tis 
three feet long and two feet wide,' etc., "Wordsworth was 
recalling Ohiabrera's description of his house: *Di oui 
I'ampiezza venticinque braccia Forse consume.' It is perhaps 
scarcely necessary to find a warranty for these two lines, 
which, despite the absurd outcry raised against them, are 
perhaps the most dramatically fit and proper in the whole 
ballad. But if we are to look about for a probable source, 
such might be found in the burden of a ballad printed in 
Motherwell's Minstrelsy (1827), given also, but with a different 
burden, in Johnson's Musical Museum, (1787-1803), and with 
yet a third, in Herd's Ancient and Modem Scottish Songs, 
1776. We print Johnson's text with Motherwell's burden : 

1 

She sat down below a thorn, 
{Three, three, cmd three by three ;) 

And there she has her sweet babe bom, 
{Three, three, cmd thirty-three), 

1 History of Italian Literature, by R. Garnett, C.B., LL.D., 
p. 277, note. 
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2 
* Smile na sae sweet, my bomiy babe, 
An ye smile sae sweet, ye 11 smile me deid.' 

3 

She 's ta'cn out her little penlmif e, 
And twin'd the sweet babe o' its life. 

4 

She 's howket a grave by the light o' the moan. 
And there she 's buried her sweet babe in,' etc, etc* 

It is hard to guess why Wordsworth should have thomgfat 
fit to ' hitch in ' to his ballad the name of his friend BaaO 
Montagu's mother, the celebrated Martha Ray : impossible to 
suppose that bo might have been unaware of the relationship. 
Martha Ray, the daughter of a staymaker in Holywell Street, 
and the mistress of John Montagu fourth Earl of Sandwich, 
was shot by the Rev. James Hackman, a rejected suitor, . 
when leaving Covent Garden Theatre, April 7, 1779. Hack- 
man was tried, convicted, and hanged within the fortni^t. 
Basil Montagu was the woman's second son. 

THE LAST OF THE FLOCK (page 82). The incident 
here related occurred in Holf ord, a village hard by Alfoxden 
Manor. Godwin had taught that property was the cause of 
every vice, and the source of all the wretchedness, of the 
poor. Wordsworth here exhibits *this so-called evil, the 
offspring of human institutions, as a vigorous instinct closely 
interwoven with the noblest feelings ' (Legouis, Early Life 
of Wordsworthf translated by J. W. Matthews, p. 310). In 
1800 the man's family was reduced from ten (L 41) to six. 
Wordsworth would exhibit a typical, not an exceptional, case 
of distress. 

X THE DUNGEON (page 86). Composed 1797 : from Otorio, 
Act v.; Remone^ Act v. sc. i. Lines 20-30 should be read along 
with Excursion^ iv. IL 1207-1222— a passage written as &r 
back as 1797, and quoted by Coleridge in the letter to his 
brother George, already referred to, dated April 1798 : also 
with the impassioned apostrophe to the Forms of Nature, 
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Prelude, xii. 9-43. In both places Wordsworth reocwds his 
own deepest experience of Natv/ra MediccUrix, 

THE MAD MOTHER (page 88). Composed 1798. The 
subject was given to Wordsworth by a Bristol lady, who had 
seen a poor woman such as is here described. In this ballad, 
and in The Idiot Boy, the poet celebrates the beauty and 
pathos of unreasoning affection. Cf. Legouis, op. cit, p. 312. 
It is easy to trace in The Mad Mother the influence of that 
exquisite * Scottish song/ Lady Anne BothweWs Lament. 
Percy's Rdiques, ed. Walford (1880), p. 223; Essay Supple- 
menta/ry to the Preface (1815), Oxford Wordsworth, p. 950. 

THE IDIOT BOY (page 92). Composed 1798. The tale 
is an invention, based upon the words of the Boy in the last 
stanza, ' The cocks did crow,' etc., which were reported to the 
poet by Tom Poole, the tanner of Nether Stowey. The Idiot 
Boy and The Ancyent Mariner e are the only pieces graced 
with a separate sub-title in the volume of 1798. Probably 
Wordsworth had at one time meant to close the book with 
the EiTne of Johnny Foy, as an offset (an antidote ?) to the 
opening Bime of the Ancyent Ma/rinere. In the Prelude, xiv. 
11. 398-407, The Thorn and The Idiot Boy are singled out, 
along with Christahel and the Ancyent Marinere, as the re- 
presentative productions of their respective authors during 
the golden prime when 

Upon smooth Quantock's airy ridge they roved 
Unchecked, or loitered 'mid her sylvan combs. 

All the more deplorable is it that, just as the tragic effect of 
The Thorn is spoilt by the poet's lack of dramatic power, 
even so the humour and pathos of The Idiot Boy are sadly 
marred by his climisy attempts at mirth. Hazlitt, in his 
pen-portrait of Wordsworth, speaks of a certain 'convulBive 
inclination to laughter about the mouth, a good deal at 
variance with the solemn, stately expression of the rest of his 
face.' Not less awkward and incongruous, surely, are the 
heavy pleasantries in which the poet of Peter Bell and The 
Idiot Boy seeks an occasional vent for his exuberant cheerful- 
ness. *At rare times in his poetry Wordsworth shows an 
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inclination for frolic ; it is the frolic of good spirits in one 
habitually grave, and he cannot caper lightly and gracefully ' 
(Dowden). In order fully to enter into the poet's purpose in 
the ballad before us we must read with care his oorre- 
spondence with John Wilson {Christopher North) in the 
summer of 1802. Wilson frankly confesses his inability to 
admire The Idiot Boy: 'The affection of Betty Foy has 
nothing in it to excite interest. It exhibits merely the effects 
of that instinctive feeling inherent in the constitution of 
every animal. The excessive fondness of the mother disg^ts 
us ... to me it appears almost unnatural that a person in a 
state of complete idiotism should excite the warmest feelings 
of attachment in the breast even of his mother.' 'Words- 
worth's portrait of the Idiot is admirably done : * I admire the 
talents of the artist^ the picture disgusts me inexpressibly.' 
And, since nothing is a fit subject for poetry which does not 
please, it follows that in choosing this subject the poet has 
committed an error. 

Wordsworth rejoins : Granted that the end of poetry is to 
give immediate pleasure, the question follows : give pleasure 
to whom? 'I answer, Himian Nature, as it has been and 
ever will be. But where are we to find the best measure of 
this ? I answer, from within ; by stripping our own hearts 
naked, and by looking out of ourselves to those men who lead 
the simplest lives — men who have never known false refine- 
ments, wa3rward and artificial desires, false criticisms, effemi- 
nate habits of thinking and feeling ; or who, having known 
these things, have outgrown them. . . . 

' Gentlemen, persons of f ortime, professional men, ladies — 
these persons are, it is true, a part of Human Nature, but we 
err lamentably if we suppose them to be fair representatives 
of the vast mass of human existence.' A man must have 
gone in and out 'among cottages and fields, and among 
children, before his judgment upon The Idiot Boy would be 
in any way decisive with mo. . . . The loathing which many 
people have at the sight of an idiot, is a feeling which, though 
having some foundation in human nature, is not necessarily 
attached to it in any virtuous degree, but is owing in a great 
measure to a false delicacy ... a certain want of oompire- 
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hensiveness of thinking and feeling. Persons in the lower 
classes of society have little or nothing of this. If an idiot is 
bom in a poor man's house, it must be taken care of, and 
cannot be boarded out as it would be by gentlefolks. . . • 

* / have often a/pjilied to idiots, in my own mind, that sublime 
expression of Scripture that their lipb is hiddbn with (Jod. 
They are worshipped, probably from a feeling of this sort, in 
several parts of the East. ... I have, indeed, often looked upon 
the conduct of parents, in the lower ranks of society, toward 
idiots as a great triumph of the human heart. It is thxrk 

THAT WE SEE THE STRENGTH, DISINTERESTEDNESS, AND GRANDEUR 

OF LOVE ; nor have I ever been able to contemplate an object 
that calls out so many excellent and virtuous sentiments 
without finding it hallowed thereby, and having something 
in me which bears down before it, like a deluge, every feeble 
sensation of disgust and aversion.' Let the reader lay to 
heart these words, and then turn again to the ballad; 
wherein if he still find a tedious brief scene of very tragical 
mirth, let him by all means smile ; but if so, he will surely — 
else heartily to be commiserated — smile with moist eyes and 
heart profoundly touched. 

11. 347-351. This stanza seems to prove, what Wordsworth 
in the Fenwick note to the Evening Walk apparently implies, 
that he commenced poet at the age of fourteen. His earliest 
printed composition — the sonnet signed Axiologus — {Europea/n 
Magazine, March 1787) — appeared in his seventeenth year. 

Stanzas iii. and v. were struck out in 1827. 

LINES WRITTEN NEAR RICHMOND (page 111). Com- 
posed 1789, in the poet's third year at S. John's College, Cam- 
bridge — the outcome, so he tells us, of a solitary walk along 
the Cam. In 1800 the poem was divided, and stanzas i. and 
ii. headed : Lines written when sailing in a Boat at Evening; 
while the remainder, in 1802, received the title of Bemem- 
bramce of CoUins, written upon the Tha/mM nea/r Bichmond, 

1. 29. * Such heart did once the poet bless.' The words onoe 
here and later in 1. 30 have reference to nolUns's Od* - 
Poetical Character, and his Ode on the ^ '^ 
son. The latter reference Wordswortli 
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to 1. 30 ; the former, oddly enough, he leayea unexplained, nor 
has it, so far as the editor is aware, been pointed out befoire. 
Wordsworth cordially admired Collins, whom he quotes five 
times in the poems of 1793. See Coleridge's reference to the 
Ode on the Poetical Chwraoter. — Letters of 8, T, C, p. 196 
(S. T. C. to Thelwall, Deo. 1796). The Imes qnoted in 
Lamb's letter to Coleridge of Deo. 10, 1796, which Canon 
Ainger failed to trace to their source, are taken, with oharae- 
teristic variations, from this Ode. Lamb cites thiui: *bat 
from 

The sainted growing woof 
The teasing troubles keep aloof. 

Collins's lines actually run : 

[11. 41, 42.] The dangerous Passions kept aloof. 
Far from the sainted growing woof. 

Coleridge {Religious Musings, 1. 369) borrows a phrase from 
1. 47 (* And the shadowy tribes of Mind'), where he speaks of 
David Hartley : 

He of mortal kind 
Wisest, he first who marked the ideal tribes 
Up the fine fibres through the sentient brain. 

1. 34. In 1802 the word * him ' in this line was italicised, 
' because,' says Professor Dowden, * the oar is suspended not 
for Thomson but for Collins.' U. 33, 34 recall stansa iv. of 
Collins's Ode on the Death of Mr, Thomson : 

Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore 
When Thames in summer wreaths is drest. 

And oft suspend the dashing oar 
To bid his gentle spirit rest. 

EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY (page 113). Composed 
1798. In the Advertisement to Lyrical Ballads, 1798, Woirds- 
worth states that this and the following poem * arose out of a 
conversation with a friend who was somewhat unreasonably 
attached to modem books of Moral Philosophy.' Who was this 
* friend ' ? Assuredly, neither Coleridge nor James Maokintoeh 
{Eversley Wordsworth, vol. i. p. 272, note). The plaoe of 
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these poems in the volume makes it probable that they 
belong to the early summer of 1798. Now, during that season 
EEazlitt paid a three weeks' visit (probably May 27-June 17) 
to Coleridge at Stowey ; and at this time Hazlitt could talk of 
little else than the Moral Philosophers, Butler, Mandeville, 
Hume, Helvetius, Hartley, Adam Smith : nay, he was even 
then busied over his Essay on the Principles of Hvma/n 
Action, that dry, tough metaphysical choke-pear — so the 
author himself designates it — which Cowper's publisher and 
Wordsworth's (of 1793), Johnson of S. Paul's Churchyard, 
published for him in 1805. In a subsequent account of his 
visit to Coleridge {My First Acquaintance with Poets) Hazlitt 
relates that one evening, while the four friends were returning 
from Alfoxden to Stowey — but he shall speak his own words : 
' I got into a metaphysical argument with "Wordsworth, while 
Coleridge was explaining the different notes of the nightin- 
gale to his sister, in which we neither of us succeeded in making 
ourselves perfectly clear and intelligible.' Doubtless it was in 
this very conversation that Expostulation a/nd Reply, and The 
Tables Turned, originated. 

11. 9-12. * To find no contradiction in the union of old and 
new, to contemplate the Ancient of Days with feelings as 
fresh, as if they then sprang forth at His own fiat, this 
characterises the minds that feel the riddle of the world, and 
may help to unravel it ! To carry on the feelings of childhood 
into the powers of manhood, to combine the child's sense of 
wonder and novelty with the appearances which every day 
for perhaps forty years had rendered familiar — "with Sun 
and Moon and Stars throughout the year, And Man and 
Woman " — this is the character and privilege of genius, and 
one of the marks which distinguish genius from talents.' 
(Coleridge : Note dated Oct. 28, 1803, expanded in The 
Friend, ed. 1818, i. 183. See Anirrui Poetce, p. 41.) 

Wordsworth, outstretched upon *the old grey stone,' sees 

things viewed 
By poets in old time, and higher up 
By the first men, earth's first inhabitants. 

Presently, as he broods, the light of sense fades and goes out ; 
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eye and ear forget their functions and sleep undisturbed ; he 
is laid asleep in body and becomes a living soul ; and while 
this brief trance or ecstasy lasts he * converses as he may' 
(1. 30) with the soul of external nature — communes in high 
transport with every form of creature through earth and 
heaven, as it looks towards the Uncreated with a countoianoe 
of adoration, with an eye of love (Prelude^ ii. 411-414). 

1. 21. * Nor less I deem that there are Powers.' Of. KU' 
chum Castle^ 6-9 : 

Oh ! there is life that breathes not ; Powers there are 
That touch each other to the quick in modes 
Which the gross world no sense hath to perceive, 
No soul to dream of. 

THE TABLES TURNED (page 115). Composed 1798. Cf. 
Lines Written at a Small Distance, etc., notes. Both are 
spousal strains, celebrating the spirit and power of joy * which 
wedding Nature to us gives in dower.' Or they may be 
described as a glorification of sense, even as ExposttAlaiion, 
etc., is a glorification of reverie, 

U. 21-24. In the noble apostrophe to Nature which opens 
Book xii. of the Prelude, Wordsworth illustrates the educative 
power of her 'motions of delight,' thus : 

Ye breezes and soft airs 
Whose subtle intercourse with breathing flowers, 
Feelingly watched, might teach Man's haughty raoe 
How without injury to take, to give 
Without offence ; ye who, as if to show 
The toondrmis injluence of power gently used. 
Bend the complying heads of lordly pines. 
And, with a touch, shift the stupendous clouds 
Through the whole compass of the sky. . . . 
And you, ye groves, whose ministry it is 
To interpose the covert of your shades. 
Even 08 a sleep, betioeen the heaH of man 
And oviward troubles, between mxj/n himself. 
Not seldom, a/nd his own uneasy heart: etc. 

U. 25-28. The poet contrasts that knowledge which is * the 
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wedding of man's feeling intellect to this goodly universe in 
love and holy passion,' with 

The repetitions wearisome of sense 

Where soul is dead, and feeling hath no place ; 

Where knowledge, ill begun in cold remark 

On outward things, with formal inference ends ; 

Or if the mind turn inward, she recoils 

At once — or, not recoiling, is perplexed — 

Lost in a gloom of uninspired research. 

U. 31, 32. Of. *a watchful heart Still couchant, an in- 
evitable eye. And an ear practised like a blind man's touch.' 
(•When to the attractions,' etc., 1800.) 

OLD MAN TRAVELLING (page 117). Composed pro- 
bably 1797 — an overflowing from The Old CwmberlanA Beggar , 
which was published in the 2nd (2 vol.) ed. of 1800. U. 15-20 
were struck out after 1805. 

THE COMPLAINT OF A FORSAKEN INDIAN WOMAN 
(page 118). Composed 1798. * My purpose in these poems is to 
follow the fluxes and refluxes of the mind when agitated by 
the great and simple affections of our nature. This object I 
have endeavoured in these short essays to attain by various 
means ; ... by accompanying the last struggles of a human 
being at the approach of death, cleaving in solitude to life 
and society, as in the poem of the Forsaken Indian,* etc. 
(Preface, 1800). Coleridge mentions Heame's Jou/mey in the 
Prefatory Note to The Three Graves, q.v. * Wordsworth does 
not mention that Heame tells of a woman left behind by his 
Indian companions, who three times succeeded in coming up 
with them. **At length, poor creature! she dropt behind, 
and no one attempted to go back in search of her." Chap, vii.' 

(DOWDBN.) 

THE CONVICT (page 122). Probably composed as early 
as 1793: never reprinted by W. W. 'A thoroughly Godwinian 
poem, in which tho philosopher's favourite idea for the refor- 
mation of the penal laws was dramatised. Godwin proposed 
colonisaJtion {%»e, transportation) as a substitute for the 
gallows, adding that "colonists are men for whom we ought 
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to feol no sentiments but those of kindness and oompasBion"' 
(of. last stanza). — Lsoouis, op. cit., p. 309, note. 

IL 41, 42. This image was revived by the poet in his IJameiU 
of Maxy Queen of ScoU (1817), 64-67 : 

Hark ! the death-note of the year 
Sounded by the castle-clock ! 
From her sunk eyes a stagnant tear 
Stole forth, unsettled by the shock, etc. 

LINES WRITTEN A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTEBN 
ABBEY, ETC. (page 125). Composed Friday, July 13, 1798. 
* No poem of mine was composed under oircumstanoes more 
pleasant for me to remember than this. I began it upon 
leaving Tintem, after crossing the Wye, and oonduded it 
just as I was entering Bristol in the evening, after a lamble 
of four or five days [Tues. lOth-Frid. 13th July] with my 
sister. Not a line of it was altered, and not any part of it 
written down till I reached Bristol' (W. W., 1843). 'I have 
not ventured to call this Poem an Ode ; but it was written 
with a hope that in the transitions, and the impassioiied 
music of the versification, would be found the principal re- 
quisites of that species of composition.' Noite, ed. 1800. 

Tintem Abbey is at once a Hymn of Praise and a Oonfes- 
sion of Faith. Nature is extolled for that she still enlatget 
her bounty to the measure of man's growing needs. "Tis 
her privilege, through all the years of this our life, to lead 
from joy to joy.' Already, amid the giddy blisses of Mb 
childhood, she spake to her coming poet rememberable things 
{Prelude, i. 588) ; in the troublous time of youth he found for 
his uneasy heart, in her mists and winds, her hills and lakee 
and sounding cataracts, a never-failing principle of joy and 
purest passion {Prelud^y ii. 450) ; and now again in ripening 
manhood, after a dreary interspace of doubt and distraction, 
he hails in her ' the anchor of his purest thoughts, the guide 
and guardian of his heart, and soul of all his moral being.' 
From her myriad Forms he daily learns the arduous lenon 
of duty, and obtains strength to fulfil it {Exewrnum, iv. 1S30- 
1274) ; nay, it is through her that at rare moments lie wins 
access to the very presence of God Himself. True, the dingr 
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transports of boyhood are gone by : for him to-day the rapture 
of Creation's hallelujah is stemmed and chastened by 
Humanity's cry of lonely anguish, — by * the fierce confederate 
storm of sorrow, barrioEtdoed evermore within the walls of 
cities.' Yet is his cheerful faith imshaken that all which we 
behold is full of blessings : yet does his song — albeit oft * with 
plaintive voice to earth attempered and her deep drawn sighs * 
— still centre all in joy, and gratitude, and adoring love. 

To the Wordsworth of 1798, then, Nature is the plenteous and 
perennial fount of grace — chastening and healing, purifying 
and atoning, consoling and uplifting, arousing and illumining. 
Perhaps it will be enough to add to what has been said the 
following account of Wordsworth's way of thinking at this 
date, given by Coleridge to the Unitarian minister Estlin, of 
Bristol, in May 1798: *I have now known Wordsworth a 
year and some months, and my admiration, I might say my 
awe, of his intellectual powers has increased even to this 
hour, and (what is of more importance) he is a tried good 
man. On one subject we are habitually silent ; we found our 
data dissimilar, and never renewed the subject. It is his 
practice and almost his nature to convey all the truth he 
knows without any attack on what he supposes falsehood, if 
that falsehood be interwoven with virtues or happiness. He 
loves and venerates Christ and Christianity. I wish he did 
more, but it were wrong indeed if an incoincidence with one 
of our wishes altered our respect and affection to a man of 
whom we are, as it were, instructed by our great Master to 
say that not being against us he is for us.' 

1. 106. The words of Yoimg, to which Wordsworth refers 
in his footnote, occur in Night Thoughts (The ComplairU), vi. 
424 : * And half -create the wondrous world they see.' 
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NOTES TO THE APPENDIX. 

PETER BELL (page 138). Composed April-May, 179a 
' William all the morning engaged in wearesome oompoaiioiL 
The moon crescent. Peter Bell begun.* — Dorothy's Jowmal, 
April 20, 1798. It was finished before Hazlitf s viut to 
Coleridge at the close of May or early in June. The story is 
Wordsworth's, but a few details are based on fact. Words* 
worth had read of an ass * found hanging his head in a 
wretched posture ' over a canal at a spot where, later, his 
master's corpse was discovered in the water. Peter's exter- 
nals were furnished by a ' wild rover ' with whom the poet in 
1793 walked along the Wye from Builth to Hay. f Benoni he 
had known in his schoolboy days. Wordsworth delighted in 
studying the ways and himiours and phynognomj of the 
asses which he met in the woods of Alf oxden : this— or so he 
fancied in 1843 — set him upon writing the poem. 

The text of the 1st edition (1819) is here reproduood. It is 
not the text of 1798. We know from Dorothy's Gnunnera 
Journal that Peter Bell was revised and extended in 1808. 
We gather from an observation in Crabb Robinson's Diar]f, 
June 4, 1812, that amongst its personages — the Squire and Us 
daughter Bess, the Vicar and his Dame, Stephen Otter, eto. — 
the Prologue then included one * Harry the Chnrbhwarden.' 
Harry's humours were doubtless ultra- Wordsworthian, seeing 
that the Diarist expected *to hear this same chnrbhwaidsn 
brought up in judgment against the author.' But our text 
contains an offset to this unquestionable loss in the shape of 
the famous stanza beginning, * Is it a party in a parlour,' 
prefixed by Shelley to his Peter Bell the Third, In 1880 it 
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was removed from the text, Wordsworth says — * though one 
of the most imaginative in the whole piece — not to offend the 
pious.' Mrs. Basil Montagu claimed that she had suggested 
this stanza (U. 556-560, p. 157) to the poet by relating to him 
the following anecdote: *A person, walking in a friend's 
garden, looking in at a window, saw a company of ladies at 
a table near the window with countenances fixed. In an 
instant he was aware of their condition, and broke the 
window. He saved them from incipient suffocation' (Crabb 
Robinson's Dia/ry^ June 6, 1812, quoted in Knight's Life of 
Wordsworth^ ii. 200). 

Peter Bdl, The Three Graves, and Cam are here given in 
an Appendix, because, with the Ancyent Marinere and Harry 
OiUy they form a distinct group amongst the poems of 1798. 
Widely as they differ in form and style, these five poems 
have a common psychological basis, and may be described 
as studies in mental pathology. Each in its own fashion 
illustrates the tremendous effect upon the imagination (and 
through it upon the physical organism) of a painful idea 
vividly and suddenly impressed upon the mind. The idea is 
the same in all five cases — that of a curse, whether innocently 
(as in The Three Qraves), or guiltily (as in the other Tales) 
incurred. The ^ect, in Cain and Peter Bell, is temporary 
distraction; in the other Tales, it is permanent insanity, 
terminating in two instances {The Three Graves and Harry 
Gill) in death. One feature in Peter BeU, which has never 
hitherto been pointed out, indicates its close connection with 
Coleridge's fragmentary Wanderings of Cain, Coleridge 
told Hazlitt, when the two were visiting Lynton and the 
neighbourhood in June 1798, that Wordswortii and he were 
to have made the ' Valley of Rocks ' the scene of a prose tale, 
which was to have been in the manner of, but far superior to, 
Oesner's Death of Abel; but that they had relinquished the 
design. The accuracy of Hazlitt's memory is established by 
the extant fragment of Cain (see p. 193 sqq,), in which the 
scenery — the path winding through the ever-denser fir-forest, 
its sudden emergence upon the desolate plateau, flanked on 
either side with bare cliffs — their *mde mimicry of human 
concerns— steeples, battlements,' etc.— is largely copied from 
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the * Valley of Bocks.' ^ But these are preouiely the Boenk 
surroundings which we find in Pe^er Bdl, Pttrts L and iL ! 
No doubt Wordsworth places the Tale in Yorkshire, and it is 
the river Swale, and not the Bristol Channel, that flows be- 
yond the rocks ; but it is quite in keeping with Wordsworth's 
practice thus to mix up names and localities (see note on 
Anecdote for Fathers). In 1. 351 sqq, we have the tliu^ 
wood, in which Peter presently is ' buried like a bird darkUng.' 
The path grows dimmer and dimmer, till suddenly it ter- 
minates in an *old quarry* — a * grisly den' of huge roii|^ 
stones, yawning fissures, and massy shadows — fit scene f<ur 
* demoniac power ' (1. 514, p. 155) to work in — where (IL 786- 

730): 

The rocks that tower on either side 

Build up a wild fantastic scene ; 

Temples like those among the Hindoos 

And mosques, and spires, and abbey windows. 

And castles all with ivy green (p. 163). 

Here surely we have Southey's * palace of Pre-adamite kings*' 
and Coleridge's * steeples and battlements, and naked ihip- 
masts.' In Peter BeUf as in Harry Gill, Wordsworth iUns- 
trates the truth that 'the power of the human imagiti^ttm* 
is sufficient to produce such changes even in our physioai 
nature as might almost appear miraculous' {Preface, 1800, 
p. xxxvi). Peter, 

Close by a brake of flowering furze, 

. . . sees an unsubstantial creature. 

His very self in form and feature. 

Not four yards from the broad highway ; 

And stretch'd beneath the furze he sees . . .* 

the wraith of his dead Highland wife (p. 171). This is 'the 
mirage of a moral calenture ' — a vision conjured up by those 
dread Spirits of the Mind — Sorrow, Remorse, and ChMy 
Fea/r (11. 151-155). 

1 Southey describes the place thus : ' . . . rock reclining iqKHi zock, 
stone piled upon stone, a huge and terrific mass. A palace of the Fte- 
adamite kings, a city of the Anakim, must have appeared so «l»T*|fttff 
and yet so like the ruins of what had been shaped, after the watcti of 
the flood subsided.' — Southey, by Ekl. Dowden, p. 64. 
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M. Emile Legouis {Ea/rly Life of Wordsworth, p. 431) 
compares the dialogue between the poet and his little 
cresoent-boat {Prologue, pp. 141-143) to that held by Ohauoer 
with the eagle {Hous of Fame, ii. 991-1017). * How like 
Ghauoer/ he observes, 'is Wordsworth here — yet how differ- 
ent ! While Chaucer is humorously conscious of his own 
limited flight . . . Wordsworth hints that soaring is possible 
only to those who, lacking due weight of flesh and bone, 
are unsubstantial and void as phantoms. Far from envjdng 
Coleridge [the 'ambitious Youth* of 1. 1331 Wordsworth 
is inclined to attribute his friend's airy voyages to a want 
of the sinews and muscles whose very burden incapacitates 
man from spiritual excursions, and of those feelings which 
form so many strong links to bind a man to earth.' 

THE THREE GRAVES (page 179). Composed 1798. 
Parts i. and ii. were found among Coleridge's mss., and 
are printed in the late James Dykes Campbell's edition 
of the Poems (Maomillan, 1893). They are fragmentary, 
and lack distinction. Parts iii. and iv. were first printed 
in The Friend, No. vi., September 21, 1809. The prose 
introduction belongs to this date, with the exception of the 
opening paragraph, which belongs to 1817 {Sibylline Leaves). 
The Three Graves is the only one of Coleridge's poems that 
could have been fairly cited to prove the coincidence of its 
author's judgment with Wordsworth's on the question of 
poetic diction; this is why Coleridge is careful to warn 
the reader (1817) that the piece is presented not as Poetry, 
but as a common Ballad-Tale. He tries to guard himself 
against the suspicion of complicity in Wordsworth's revolu- 
tionary views, but without success. *This very poem was 
selected, notwithstanding the preface, as a proof of my 
judgment and poetic diction, and a fair specimen of the 
style of my poems generally (see the Mirror) ; nay 1 the very 
words of the preface were used, omitting the not, etc.' — MS. 
Note in Mr. Sam.ueVs copy of Sibylline Leaves, prvnAed in 
The Poetry of S. T. Coleridge {Museif Library), ed. R. Gamett, 
C.B., LL.D., p. 314. 

The Three Orwves was the only thing in The Friend that 
was 'generally praised and enquired after' (S. T. 0. to 

R 
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Poole, October 9, 1809). It was reprinted aa 'a modem 
ballad of the very first rank' in The British Minsh^ a 
collection of ballad-verse published at Glasgow in 18S1. 
It is indeed a notable success: Ooleridge here meets and 
fairly vanquishes Wordsworth on Wordsworth's own gioimd. 
'The garrulity of [the sexton] is almost as reaUstio ai 
that of [the retired skipper of The Thorn], and quite ai 
realistic as any form of serious poetry will properly allow: 
but it is not crude, it is not repulsive, and it is not 
tedious: it has nothing but what is merely exteznal in 
common with such a poem as The Thorn* (SwiNBUBin: 
MisceUcmies, p. 140). 

11. 255-258. *The spring was late uncommonly,' ete. 
This helps to fix the date of composition. The Spring in 
1798 advanced (very slowly (Dorothjr's Jourruxi, Mtaeh. 9Qt 
24 ; April 6) until Easter Day, April 8, after which, Dorothy 
records, Hhe Spring advances rapidly' (April 1, IS). Chi 
April 12, Wordsworth writes to Cottle : ' Within these few 
days the season has advanced with greater rapidity than 
I ever remember.' Easter Day, says Dorothy, was 'oppves- 
sively warm.' Cf. U. 257, 258: *And then the hot dayi^ 
all at once. They came, we knew not how.' Of. ChriikM, 
11. 21, 22 ; and Southey's Sonnet, composed 1798, pabliahad in 
ArmucU Anthology (1799) p. 138 : 

* Thou lingerest, Spring ! still wintry is the soene ; 
The fields their dead and sapless russet wear : 
Scarce does the glossy pilewort yet appear 
Starring the sunny bank,' etc. 

(Southe/s reference here is probably the earliest notioe in 
verse of the small celandine, pilewort or figwoit, ibt- 
nwnciUua ficaria, celebrated in two songs by Wordswortli, 
April 30, May 1, 1802.) 

U. 261-280. The * woody dell' here described lies at 
the bottom of Alf oxden grove, a quarter of a mile from the 
House. See Ancyent Ma/rvnere^ XL 358-361, fwU, 

THE WANDERINGS OF CAIN (page 193). Planned, And 
probably written, 1798. For the scenery, which is that <xf the 
* Valley of Rocks' near Lynton, on the Bristol Channel, 
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Peter Bell, note. In the Athenceum of January 27, 1894, p. 114, 
'E. H. 0.' prints some rough drafts or preparatory studies of 
Cain, from one of which it is clear that Ooleridge had for a 
time thought of shaping the poem as a narrative addressed by 
Gain to his wife : 

* Midnight on the Euphrates. Cedars, palms, pines. Gain 
discovered sitting on the upper part of the ragged rock, where 
is cavern overlooking the Euphrates, the moon rising on the 
horizon. His soliloquy. The Beasts are out on the ramp^ 
he hears the scream of a woman and children. Gain, sur- 
rounded by tigers, makes a soliloquy debating whether he 
shall save the woman. Gain advances, wishing death, and 
the tigers rush off. It proves to be Gain's wife with her 
two children, determined to follow her husband. She pre- 
vails upon him at last to tell his story. Gain's wife tells him 
that her son Enos was placed suddenly by her side. Gain 
addresses all the elements to cease for a while to persecute 
him, while he teUs his story. He begins by telling her that 
he had first after his leaving her found out a dwelling in the 
desart under a juniper tree, etc., etc., how he meets in the 
desart a young man whom upon a nearer approach he per- 
ceives to be Abel, on whose countenance appear marks of the 
greatest misery ... of another being who had power after this 
life, greater than Jehovah. He is going to offer sacrifices to 
this being, and persuades Gain to follow him — he came to 
an immense gulph filled with water, whither they descend, 
followed by alligators, etc. They come to an immense 
meadow so surrounded as to be inaccessible, and from ita 
depth BO vast that you could not see it from above. Abel 
offers sacrifice from the blood of his arm. A gleam of light 
illumines the meadow — the countenance of Abel beoomei 
more beautiful and his arms glistering — ^he then persuades 
Gain to offer sacrifice for himself and his son Enos by cutting 
his child's arm and letting the blood fall from it. Gain is 
about to do it when Abel himself in his angelic appearance, 
attended by Michael, are seen in the heavens, whence they 
sail slowly down. Abel addresses Gain with terror, warning 
him not to offer up his innocent child. The evil spirit throws 
off the countenance of Abel, assumes his own shape, flies off. 
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punoing a flying battle with MiohaeL Abel ourriM off the 
child.' 

It would seem from this sketch that Abel, after he hai 
rescued Enos from the psuedo-Abel, miracnl<nuly conveym 
him to his mother's side. Another fragment, too long for 
insertion here, exhibits Gain as tempted and penoaded to 
bum out his own eyes by way of expiation to the true deity. 
Gain first ascends the rocks to take a farewell of the earth. 
Here he suddenly aliandons his resolution, and tuning round 
to declare this to his tempter — a fiery human shape — 'he aeei 
him dancing from rock to rock . . . down thoee interminable 
precipices.' 

Ganto ii. of The Wanderings of Cain was first printed, 
without verses or prefatory note, in the JSv'ou for 1888. The 
verses had appeared in a note to the Coneluaion of Aidt to 
Reflection (18!25, p. 383). Prefatory note, verses, and Ganto IL 
appear together in Goleridge's Poetical Works, 18S8. 

LEWTI (page 202). Gomposcd probably 1794 ; first printed 
in Morning Post^ April 13, 1798, with the signature Nieiu 
ErythrceuSf *tlic ixseudonym asHumed in the seventeenth 
century by J. V. Rossi, the author of the delightful Pino- 
cotheca Imaginum illustrium virontm' (Garnxti). LewU 
was to have been included in the Lyrical Ballads of 1798^ bat 
at the last moment the sheet containing it was oanoelled and 
The Nightingale substituted. A few early copies eontained 
Lewti (see W. Hale "White's Description of ike Longman 
MSS,, p. 35, note). A copy of L, B., from Southey's library, 
with the earlier contents table and Lewti bound in, is now 
in the British Museum. It is from this copy that the text of 
Lc\oti is hero reprinted. 

11. 69, 70. Altered, in deference to Lamb — LetUrg (Ainger) 
i. 121 ; The Lambs, etc. (W. G. Hazlitt), p. 100— to 

Yoico of the Night ! had I the power 

That leafy labyrinth to thread 

And creep, like thee, with soundless tread, ete. 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES. 

ANCYENT MABINEBE. 1. 83. I give wfaftt ueema the 
likeliest meaniDg of vfcfl in this line; but wadf (='waftf 
toeftj wheft) is used by whalemen in another sense. With 
them 'a mast-head waif' is 'a light pole six or eight 
feet long, with a hoop covered with eanvas at the end * i 
this is used in signalling boats. E.g, : * The oflftcer who 
first discovers it [the whale] sets a wadf in his boat, 
and gives chase.' — O. H. Bcammov, Ma/rine MamrnuUtf 
page 25 {Cent, Diet,, »,v, * waif '). The word does not occur in 
Captain James's Strange a/nd Dcmgerovs Voyage^ nor does he 
say anything about sunsets ; but he notes in his Jov/nwl i 
* The 21st January 1632 I observed the sun to rise like an oval 
along the horizon. I oall'd three or four to see it, the better 
to confirm my judgment ; and we all agreed that it was twice 
as long as it was broad. We plainly perceived withal that by 
degrees as it gate up higher it also recovered its roundness.' 
The three distinct words waff or waft (wave), weft (weave), and 
waif (waive) appear to have been continually mistaken for 
each other during the last three or four centuries ; and indeed 
we may add a fourth to the group, the mimetic word whiff, 
Cf . ' Mr. Geo, Barclay got a waff of that murthering East- 
Wind ' (Walker's Rema/rk, Postages, p. 169) : * the strongest 
sort of smells are best in a weft afar off' (Baoom, in 
Johnson* 8 Diet,). Waff in the sense of wradth {=whiff, 
spirUus) occurs in Damgeraua Secrets, ii. 163. Ifr. W. E. 
Henley {London Volvm^aries, No. iii.) uses toaft in the sense 
of * a stray gleam ' : 

The day not dies, but seems 

Dispersed in wafts and drifts of gold, ete. 
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11. 201-203. Mr. Hale White {I/mgmtm MSS., p. S3) rafen 
to this passage as though it exemplified that careXesB obe^vatioii 
of the common appearances of the sky which is bo freqaent in 
the poets and novelists. * A star almost atween the tipc of 
the homed Moon' he deems an impossible image. He 
adds that when a homed moon climbs the eastern fa«r» it li 
always in broad daylight. This latter stricture is irrefiKg- 
able ; but in reply to the former may we not urge that (1) thene 
is great virtue in an almost ; and (2) that it is the busineH of 
poetry to represent things *not as they are, but as th^ 
appear; not as they exist in themselves, but as they 
seem to exist to the senses and to the passions* (Wobm- 
woRTH, Essay Supplementary to Prejaae^ 1816). To be 
sure, the line introduced in 1817, * within the nether tim' 
must be given up to Mr. Hale White. The exquisite minute- 
ness of Coleridge's observations might be shown by qnotatioofl 
from The Picture^ D^ectionj and other poems, as well as 
from those wonderful descriptions of the skyscape written 
down during the nuits bkmches of 1802-3 {Anima Poeta, 
pp. 18-52). But of course Coleridge had not the vatit store of 
precise images which Wordsworth had accumulated from the 
days of boyhood. See, for the reason, Prd/ude, vL S63-87S. 
DuUe est inter amicos roHssima dissensione condere jalurtmoi 
consentiones. 

THE NIGHTINGALE. 1. 60. The mimetic words 'jng, 
jug ' here were probably taken from the charming venes in 
John Skelton's Crown of Laurell addressed to 'Mustres 
Isabell Fennell.' We quote the closing lines only : 

It were an hevenly helthe. 
It were an endlesse welthe, 
A lyf e for God himself e. 
To here this nyghtyngale, 
Amonge the byrdes smale, 
Warbelynge in the vale 

Dug, dug, jug, jug. 
Good yere and good lucke 
With chucke, chacke, chacke, chacke. 
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*Jug, jug' also occurs in Gascoigne's Complaint of PhUo- 
fiienef in Lyly's Campaspef and T. Nash's Spring, the Sweet 
Spring! 

ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS (page 63). A friendly 
critic observes, d propos of my statement that * the purport of 
this ballad is somewhat obscure ' : * To me it has not seemed 
obscure. I have always considered the moral to be that you 
should not press a child for recuons which he could not give. 
You must be satisfied with what is spontaneously offered. I 
often call this poem to mind when, for instance, a sensitive 
woman pronounces her liking or disliking for anybody. If 
you urge her for reasons you will get Eilve's weathercock. — 
Nay, more, I often apply the moral to myself ; accepting 
monitions, presentiments, instinctive prepossessions, which I 
cannot logically justify.' 
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